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PREFACE 

present volume is a companion to A Liille 
of Everything, and, like that, is made up of 
selections from several of my books, with one early 
and hitlicrto rmcollected piece added. All the 
books are published by Messrs. Methuen, with the 
exception of Anne’s Tctrtble Good Nature, the extract 
from which I am permitted to include by the courtesy 
' , of Messrs. Chatto and Windus. 


Spring, JC913. 


E. V. JL 
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among the stalls were conjurors, cbeap-jaclis, singera, 

and dice-throwers ; while every moment hrrought its 

fresh motor-car or carriage load, nearly all speaking 
English with a nasal twang. JiteanwMle, every one 
shouted, the naphtha hared, the drams beat, the 
horses champed. The street was full too, chiefly 
of peasants, but among them myriad resolute American 
vurgins, in motor veils, whom nothing can ever 
surprise ; a few American men, sceptical, as ever, of 
anjThing ever happening ; here and there a diffident 
Englishwoman and Englmhman, more in the back- 
ground, bnt destined in the end to sec all. But what 
1 chieBy noticed was the native girls, with their proud 
bosoms carried high and nothing on tbeir heads. 
They at any rate know their own future. o rushing 

over the globe for them, but tbc simple natural home 
life and childten. 

In the gloom the younger girls in white muslin 
were like pretty ghosts, each follov/ed by a solievtons 
mother gning a touch here and a touch there — 
mothers who once wore muslin too, will wear it no 
more, and are no-.v happy in pride in. their daughters. 
And very httle girls too — mere tots — wearing wings, 
■who very soon were to join the procession as angels. 

And all the while the darkness was growing, and 
on the hill where the church stands lights were begin- 
ning to move about in that mysterious way ■which 
torches have when a procession is being mobilized 
while aU the villas on the hills around, had then- 
rows of candles. 


And then ■the sniiting flames came gradually into a 
maw and to^ a st^dy upward progress, and the 
melanchoiystmms of aa ancient ecclesiastical lamen- 
i^emng ears. As the lights drew 
all the Mamies and Sadies 
stationed and walked do-wm 
mto t J.C river valley to meet the vanguard On the 

-ith erne of them as to* is’ anachro^L'^gamS 
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tt 


and then the first torches arrived, carried by 
little boys in red ; and after the torches the hme 
girls in muslin veils, "which were, however, for the 
most part disarranged for the better recognAon of 
relations and even more perhaps for recognition oy 
relations : and very pretty this recognitira yas on 
both sides. And then the -(Hllage _ priests in full 
canonicals, looking a little self-conscious ; an a e 
them the dead Christ on a litter earned by a dozen 
coniadini "who had a good deal to say to eac 
as they bore Him. , . , , , , 

This was the same dead Chnsl which 
lying in state in the church, for the past fev^ajs, 
to be worsliipped and kissed by the 
had seen a similar image at Settignano the y 
and had watched how the men took it. They bega 
by standing in groups in the piaiiza, S°s^P S- 
t^o or th?ee would break away and f " 

church. There, all among the women J ; 

half-shyly, half-defiantly. they £ in 

flesh and returned to resume c in 

the piazza Math a new seremty and 

^Ster tS dead Christ came a nS 

very little girls irith iwngs iXekS-s! 

what, but intensely satisfying to rhnbbv and 
One httle wet-nosed cherub I impulse 

innocent she was ; and Heaven se^tbat the impulse 
profited me! This car was drawn by ^ ancie^ 

white horse, amiable and tractable a ^ -whole 

as J as to a.= 

strange business. After the car oi fellows 

body of white-vestmented lingers, sturdj f^cUOTS 

with black moustaches who through the 

the vines, or steering whde - miseftre. 

furrows, and w’ere now lifting -rrjrmn carried as 

“ And after them the painted plaster ^ 
upright as possible, and 

w^g band , and after the band another guara 
{ Roman soldiers. 
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Snch. was ifle Grassina procession. It passed 
slowly and solemnly through, the toiivn from the hiU ^ 
and np the hill again. •, and not soon shall 1 forget 
the monmfulness of the music, which nothing of 
tawdriness in the constituents of the procession itself 
conld rid of impressiveness and beauty. One thing 
is certain — all processions, by day or night, should 
first deccend a hill and then ascend one. All should 
walk to melancholy strains. Indeed, a joyful pro- 
cession becomes an impossible thought after this. 

And then I sank luxuriously into a comer seat in 
the w aiting tram, and, seeking for the return journey’s 
thirty centimes, found that during the proceedings 
my purse had been stolen. 



ON LEAVING ONE’S BEAT* 

W HEN I am going ‘lor a long railway journey I 
always buy a number of papers associated 
witb walks of life as far as possible 
tnv own Then the time passes easily. The ordm- 
one reads too quicldj; the exorbitant 
requfre attention-ftey open the door to new worlds 
I do not mean to suggest that one could 6° so far 
as to find entertainment in the 

to the " Times ” — that is too much ; but the organs 
S? do-faSg. yachting, cricket, prim-fighbng, 
Se poHcre^taf; aW- ^dctuM)crs-the^ 

are ^sufficiently unusual and ^ 

entertaining if they are really ? jikf . 

elusiveness their importance, I particularly riKe . 
?lTsugg«tion they tW out ttat m this all 

is vanity save their own (as indeed it is). 

Such self-centredness is veiy exhila^ting, 

tlie ^st fun of all is to be found m the stap 

„?%arie.y-ha» pag;. , 5K 


• From Cld Lamps jor N*Wi 
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3 ^ OUG of tllCT^ flic OfllSi 

I’fo-an^S the Svcrtisement columns (vrhich should 
Lverhe^Sected) the following rich feast ofoppor- 
?^?iy:L 4 rchlLvebeenruminating ever since :- 

“ The Angei. of His Hkeams. 

W anted, to rehearse April ipth, 
Snmmer Toar, Autnmn. if ^ait- 
able. Dashing leading Eady ; mast naim 
power, pathos, intensity, and be capable 
^ong character work. Emotional J avemle 
Eadv with pathos and intensity (look 17 
in first Act; state if sing). Han^ome 
wardrobe essential in both cases. Clever 
Emotional Child Actress, over 14. look 9 ; 
own speciality. Tall, Rohnst, Aristocratic 
Heavy Man ; Aris. Old hlan (Small Double 
and S.M.). Tonng Char. Jnv. Man (Small 
Double) ; Bright Low Comedian (short). 

References, lowest sniomer terms, and 
photos essential. 


—There is an adverdsement if yon like ! Did yon 
ever hear of so many strange wants ? I certainly 
never did ; nor ever did I hear of so many vacancies 
that I coaid not myself do anything towards filling. 
For, as a rule, one feels one could make some kind 
of a show in most capacities — one could xaaintain 
for a little while die illusion, of being jb. gentleman's 
.bntler, or even a gardener, a sleeping partner, an 
addresser of envelopes, a smart traveller, an election 
agent, a sub-editor, or any of the things that are so 
frequently advertised for, supposing one to have 
applied for the post and have been engaged. But 
how be^ to be a " Young Char. Jnv. Man (Small 
loouble) " ? That leaves me utterly at sea. And 
*' S,M." — what is that ? 

It was while pondering upon these matters that 
I realised what an excellent thing it would be for 
suny of us whose imaginatioa is weak, and whose 
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•yinpathetic understan(iing is therefore apt to bre 
down, if wo could now and then completely change 
our beat. Many a hidebound, intolerant, self- 
satisfied Puritan do I Icnow who, forced into such a 
touring company as this, compelled by sheer adver- 
sity to assume the ha^^it of a “ Small Double and 
S.M.,” or a " Bright I-ow Comedian,” would come 
out'of the ordeal far sweeter and fitter to play his 
part in the human drama, however he may have 
disappointed the promoters of " The Angel of His 
Dreams.” \Yc remain— it is largely the fault of 
the shortness of life and the need of pence — ^too much 
in our own grooves. We are too ignorant of what 
we can really do. 

That advertisement came from an organ of the 
legitimate Stage. Ob\uously. In a less classic and 
more intimate music-hall paper, which I bought at 
the same time, I found tlie charming announcement 
of the birth of a son to aNorth of England Valentine 
Vox. After stating the event— " The wife of ' Bad- 
dow ' (ventriloquist) of e. son ” — it went on thus : — 
" Both doing well. Baddow takes this opportunity 
of thanking the managers and agents who so kindly 
transferred, altered, and rearranged dates, so that 
I played places near and was able to stay in Liverpool 
for this event.” There is sometliing very engaging 
in the naiveti, pride and pleasure of that statement. 
It contains so much of the 'i.varm-heartedness of the 
variety-stage, where money and sympa^y equally 
come in easily and go out easily. Baddow’s sup- 
pression of his Cliristian name or even initial, I like : 
his satisfaction in having reached a position where 
both are negligible, together wth the suspicion that 
he is aware that the advertisement would be of less 
■val'i't. ii tte. ste-r were tampered vriJEhu L like 
also his complacency as n. parent of some importance. 
And then there is m it too the new evidence of the 
kindliness of those in power, all working together 
to keep the properly anxious ventriloquist near at 
bo rne ; and finally the really adorable transition, 



.6 


HAm^ST HOSEE 

^dicating real emofion, from- the 'soraewliat 'Stiltieid 
m imposing third person to the familiar first. 

■ ' good, affectionate Baddow ! I hope -mothet 
and son are still -.doing well, and .that the son will 
' grow up to be a cbmlort to, .liis parents, and as a 
ventriloquist not unworthy of his father (though 
iiever surpassing hm), and a delight to audiences. ■' 



• TWO IRISHMEN* 

' I *HEY are ffing .Bagenal and Edwata jiuge— 
* ' the .. autocrat and the gate-keeper. They 
have nothing in common save their race and their 
genuineness ; - but, a book' of essays, like misfortune,- 
makes strange bedfellows. 

Of King Bagenal I ha%'e discovered very little; 
but it- is all splendid. He was a king only by -the 
courtesy of the countryside, who knew the royal 
stamp when they saw 'it; to the postman he was 
^^r. Bagenal, of Diihleclcny, in the county of Ca.rlow, 
But if ever regality coursed through 'a W-ild Irish- 
rhan’s veins. . . . Yoii could' not gualify for the 
throne of a Bagenal merely by swagger and bluster: 
fon had- to be what you professed to be; .you had 
to be a' king right through. And there is •t&s to be ■ 
)aid of the kings that get their -title from ■their neigh- 
aours-T-that they are kings in fact, whereas .a king' 
n the more ordinaiy sense, who comes to the title 
jy de.scent, canyery easily be ho king at all. His, 
hrohe may be an accident, Emd ho may never, .do'. 
note than sit nervously on. tlie edge of it; but «, 
ECing Bagenal leans back and lolls. 

He was -superb in bis lawlessness and authority. ■ 
Dhly two creators could have made King Bageni. . 
3ne is the God of Ireland ;" the otlier is George 
deredith, who - made Harry Richmond’s -Titanic 
ather. and the Great Mel. ■ 

‘ Ttbm CharaiUr atid Comedy, 
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This is how Datint, in his Ireland and her Agltaidn, 
describes the monarch ; " Of high Norman linage, 
of manners elegant, fascinating, -polished hy exten- 
sive intercourse with the great world, of prmcciy 
income and of boundless hospitaliry, Mr, Bagenw 
possessed aU the qualities and attributes calculate 
to procure for him popularity with every class. A 
ierrestrial paradise was Dunlcckny for all lovem of 
good wine, good horses and dogs, and good society. 

. . . His politics were popular ; he was the mover 
of the grant of £50,000 to Grattan in 1782. He was 
at that time member lor the county Carlow. 

“ Enthroned at Hunleckny. he gathered around 
him a host of spirits congenial to his own. He had 
a tender afiection for pistols; a brace, of which 
implements, loaded, were often laid before him on 
the dmner-tahle. After dinner the claret v/as pro- 
duced in an unhroached cask ; Bagenal's practice 
[his practice 1] was to tap the cask with a bullet 
from one of his pistols, whilst he kept the other 
pistol in ietrorem for any of his convives who should 
fail in doing ample justice to the wine. 

'* Nothing could be more impressive than the 
bland, fatherly, affectionate air with which the old 


gentleman used to impart to bis junior guests the 
results of his own experience, and the moral lessons 
which should regulate their conduct through life. 

‘ In truth, my young friends, it behoves a jmuth 
tnlewng the world to make a cliaxactcr for himself 
Respect will only be accorded to character. A 
\ov.ng man must show his proofs. I'am not a 
quarrelsome person— I never -ivas— I hate vour mere 
duelhst ; but experience of the v.'orld tells me that 
there are knotty points of which the oniv solution is 
sav-handie. _ Rest upon your pistols, my hoys ! 
Occa-ion- wiH at«e in which the use of them is abso- 
lately indispensable to character. A man. I repeat 

this world coumge^^Si 
ne.er oc ta«.en upon trust. I protest to Heaven 
my dear young fcends, that I adMso you 
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as I should advise my own son.’ And, having thus 
discharged his conscience, he would look blandly 
round upon his guests with the most patriarchal air 
imaginable.” 

" His practice,” says Daunt, " accorded with his 
precept. Some pigs, the property of a gentleman 
who 'had recently settled near Dimleckny, strayed 
into an enclosure of King Bagenal’s, and rooted up 
a flower-knot.” The incensed monarch paved the 
way carefully to a challenge. *‘ Nor was he dis- 
appointed. The challenge was given by the owner 
of the pigs ; Bagenal accepted it with alacrity, only 
stipulating that as he was old and feeble, being then 
in his seventy-ninth year, he should fight sitting in 
his arm-chair ; and that, as his infirmities preventing 
early rising, the meeting should take place in the 
afternoon. ' Time was,' said the old man with a 
sigh, ' that I would have risen before daybreak to 
fight at sunrise — but we cannot do these things at 
seventj’-eight. Well, Heaven’s %vill be done 1 ” 

" They fought at twelve paces. Bagenal wounded 
his antagonist severely ; the arm of the chair in 
which -he sat 'ivns shattered, but he escaped unhurt; 
and he ended the day with a glorious carouse, tapping 
the claret, we’ may presume, as usual, by firing a 
pistol at the cask.” 

There you have IQng Bagenal. This was little 
more than a hundred years ago. 1 And to-day ? 
What happens to-day when pigs trespass ? An 
exchange of shots 7 Never. An exchange of 
lawyers’ letters. How^duld his proud spirit have 
brooked such meanness, such postponements 1 YeS, 
it was well that he had to lay aside lus crown when 
ho did. Life was rapidly becoming too much for 
him. The whole course of events was tending to 
squeeze out old gentlemen with impulsiv'e pistols ; 
to-day there cannot be one left. It is impossible 
to think' of anytlxing more incongruous than King 
Bagenal in a police-station ; but had he lived to our 
monotonous time he would of a certainty be often 
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there, only at last to be transferred permanently 
a real prison to avirait execution. How could n 
escape, and yet bow monstrous it would be 1 , , — 

IQng Bagenal died at the right time; ociof^ 
duellists became murderers ; before Father Mathc 
set a fashion against carousals ; before every editd 
•was a judge and jury. There is no longer any, 
premium on eccentricity. People arc terrified by 
it, and journalists, taking their ideas from 
readers, foster the fear. Pnlihcads, as Tcnnj’SC'® 
nearly said, are more than '* characters,” and sheeP* 
like faith than Irish blood. Exeunt the royal ra*^* 
of Bagcaals. Enter 

In spite of generations oi reckless, corobati'’* 
Irish gentlemen, it is odd that we have still to K® 
to American literature for the classical instances 
impetuosity with firearms. This is a reproach f® 
'Irish authom which should touch them closely* 
Irish gentlemen were killing and wounding ca^cb 
other on sight almost for centuries before America 
was heard of, and yet it was left for Bret Ilarte a^^i 
hlark Twain and John Hay in the Far West to 
the type of fire-eater that carried his honour in bis 
belt. Perhaps a line or two from the elegiacs o® 
Thompson of Angel’s will best describe I 

mean : 


■ Light and free was the touch of Thompson upon lus' 
revolver. 

Great the mortality incident on that hud 

freedom. 

^ mnsing], why in my daily walks tJoee 
the surgeon drop his left evehd ^ ' 

gravestones 

^ 

this lightness and 
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Irisli authors ? But I would except Lever, who, 
as a matter of fact, has Bagenal himself in his Knighi 
of Gmynne — or the scenario of him — under the name 
of Bagenal Daly. Yet how far from, life 1 
To read of Bagenal and hia contemporaries is to 
be filled with wonder that any gentleman was left 
alive in Ireland at all. It was a state of society’ 
which at this day one simply cannot begin to under- 
stand. There are. Heaven knows, still enough 
■ways of dying ; but the short-tempered and accurate- 
shooting Hibernian is no longer ,onc of them.v 
Whether or not we are less courageous 1 do not 
know : but there is less engaging insolence about 
than there used to he, and less of conscious superior- 
ity. Jack not only was not as good as liis master 
in King Bagenal’s day, but he never thought he was. 
Similarly, his master then had no doubts ; but 
to-day very few of us are quite certain about anj'- 
thing, either on eartli or elsewhere. Duelling goes 
out very quickly when dubiety comes in. The 
duellist is one'who is sure of himself and his ground. 
Mr. Bagenal had no doubts. 

. One word more of the Carlow King. The tradi- 
tions of Dunleckn)’- allege, sa 3 ’s Daunt, that when 
Bagenal, " in ■the course of liis tour through Europe, 
visited tlie petty Court of Mecklenburg-StrcUtz, the 
Grand Duke, charmed with his magnificence and the 
reputation of Iiis wealth, made him an offer of the 
hand of the fair Charlotte, who, being politely re- 
jected bj' King Bagenal, was aftenvards accepted 
by King George 111." That sets the seal on liis 
native royalty. The Iving of England had to marry 
the King of Carlow’s leavings. It was well for our 
satirical literature that Bagenal rvas firm,] for where 
would Peter Pindar have been had Farmer George 
not married the Princess Charlo'ttc ? She was hfs 
best Jifuse. 

And so we leave the uncrowned king and come 
to the gate-keeper. 

AH that I Imow of Edward Edge comes from a 
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slender square 

is conrpiicd by ... .. 

Beifig a CcU'eiioit r/ Ssrjr f>/ Say'v.'^^s cl 
Edge. iloney cnnnnt Lt'y this I'ly wJi.ch » 

C.S rare ss an 'Elzevir, av.<i rauen mere bismatuy 
interesting. 

It ’.Toald be amtisiac to ac'~uTrm 1 “tc conjectwrtNt 
as to wlio and v.nat this lidv-aui Edit'' v.a''i H<y*^ 
Icag vrould it be, I ■wonder, befom enyoxse 
that lie was the kcuper of the gat" at St. Faitkk'# 
Deanery in Dublin — ^Switt’e own deanery, bnt in 
a later day, iSS^ until the lito V ;:;}»{ t-y ■wlifn 
was peadoned o'l, to die, aged abonf cichly, i** 
1S9.P That was Edward Edge'*! rphrre of rcttvity, 
and he adorned it, ii not by any great di'*ir.ctiott *» 
a porter, at any rata ■with his fiov.'crr oi zv' cub. 

Edge’s niche in the Temple of Fame he'o\ves to hia 
tor.gne — to the readiners a'nd freedom of it, to hi* 
store of odd epithets and sudden searching criticisttair 
and perliaps most oi all to his vivid, although innO”- 
cent, oaths. For just, as the French t-vr, them is ito- 
need for a sculptor to be hinaseif made of rnnrble. 
so can a man Ireep a deanery gi^tc and be no Uea0. 
Eoyalty and fidelity Edge had to n degree not muclt« ‘ 
11 any, less than ,a Ciixislian. nrartvr : but he did not 
^ aUow tlie contiguity of Ft. Patrick's to cliastcn hi»* 
niinb.s objurgatory fancy or rnodjfv his memorie*. ' 

« liis turn, hoc not 
^owea the .ear ot wounding tender tucceptibrliUeai ' 
. way of -a faitWal reproduction of tt» 

abook when you print it privately at Alassio. . 
- two r^hesv ItisTi tolkors o£ recent ai*®* 

lut S’ M^4in dIcV- 

Bat Dotn arc imagmary'; prejeetTons of mea ot 

*• 

Twenty 

riches oi 

clever enough to 

^ 10 get round nim. And many 4 
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Dublin resident m\tst remember him well. To draw 
Fdge out, to lure him on to obiter dicta, became, 
'indeed, a recognised pastime among tiie Dean 3 
friends who' were humorists, and it is eminently one 
of these who put together this very curious and 
perhaps unique little book. 

Edge came from Wicklow, where he w'as born 
about the year of Waterloo, and where he spent the 
first fifty years of his life. Here is his genealogy : 

'■ hlisther H., did ye ever hear tell of Edgwmre 
Road, in or about the citj' o’ London . _ th 
Edges owned that, and bedambut I’m thmkin the 
weighW part o’ the county o’ Middlesex. It was 
Isaiah Edge that come over wid WUham, and was 
at tlie siege o’ Deny. There’s some o th Edges 
wouldn't look at me now. where s ould Ben Bdge, 
a cousin o’ mine, that owns all the coal-mines m the 
Queen’s Countv. There’s a third cousin o mm^ 
John Edge— that’s Sittin’ Justice of Inja. The 
Queen come up to him in the sthreet in London, and 
she taps him on the shouldhcr. mid she 
I’ll make ye Sittin’ Justice of Inja, ® 

he. is this minute. Now I nuglit be dym be tte 
roadside, ~and fire the bit he d offer furta stan me 

the price of a pint ' „ .j. rtr,, 

"My sixth grandmother was a Jcwganaivt [Hu 

guenoQ. Faith, she had to 
ould pooks an’ wallets an’ away wid her o«t 
city o’ Paris in the year 1572. ^^y „x 

moWr knew Latin an’ Hay-ber-doo 
bedambut she had the weighty part o the Gurjek 
rCreekl toon-^ue. There’s an ould sesther o nunc, 
that’s a terrible savin’ woman ; that w^ id bv® 
the clippins o’ tin I Faith, she d go furder 
•~' Ka. *r>f>.’nnv nor I WOUld OH tWO sllllUn 1 ^ 4.i,_ 

'^NoJ isn’t it a wondherful thing furta ^ho 

regyard o’ the breed o’ th* Edges, that no ^atttcr 

some o’ them might ’a become x^^" to”d 
divila, there was never wan o the breed 
Roman I " 
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H« was a statmcn Protestant, and loved to p.rttnd 
corvlrovcrdal meetings at rrujeh Jtomars Catl-.eHcs 
were corrected and repudiated, 'nnil. hi* 

biograplicr, was probably aH the religion he imew— 
the glow o£ s-itisfacticn upon the rout, real or im-.j;- 
ined, of the heretics. His liootility to Home wots 
continual, as, indeed, became a good *' Dane's Man." 
Observe him before a portrait of Cardinal Keevrnan t 

,, the blazes docs MisU.cr John haw 

the bites of him on the wall lor ? Heth an' if 1 had 
ottld- fella’s picture, I’d fire him out cn the 
bcdambul I’d Jrp on him, so I would* 
[Going np close to Cic picture and peering into jt.l 
Musha, a dam otild Roy, -.an ; i/.al'! what he har. I *’ 

" ''^y opinion," Jm said 
once. It don t matter Adam what bl — v denomi- 

^ ^'*ong la : Sure there's n gues 

tlicre’s rogues Prodesan' i " 

“ proDably the quaintncEs and per- 



mirdlc”; " rfrl " ^^^luaurai, ■ ao- 

lavrrdncrs ** ; '* colonel'' .» 

One bookhe riPfi r^f r \ • '' i_ ftad so forth. 

Herbwi—" Tim 

all Itis remedies «=avc ^ r It — and drew 

spmt entered, from its modem 

ally he delighted' artistic- 

might be ; but prohablw denomination 

to be " Prodefln ’?S ^dien bold, 

■"rindow-clear.er : ^ ^ Franl: -Splay, tho 


tb ottar nighl, about ‘“‘o Iho lodgo 

afther takw* 



twd’iRlSHMfel!^' ' -is 

Lord Plunket’s pledge. ’ Well, Frank,’ says I, ' how 
did] a fare jnsthcrda’ ? ’ ' Aw, very well,’ sa}^ he ; 

' I was clanin’ the windas for such and such an ould 
wan.’ ' Tell me,' says I, ' and did she give ye a 
tundherin’ fine dinner ? ' * Faith, she did ; I eat 
may be 3 lbs. o’ beef — the dinner was out o’ the 
way good.’ ‘ And did she give ye ne’er a hap’orth 
to dhrink ? ' * Begob and she did so ; " heth an," 
says she, " me poor man, 1 believe j'-our dinner isn't 
complate without the dhrink 1 ” ' ‘ Begor I believe 
not, ma’am,’ says he. Well, what the divil should 
he do but he takes and dhrinks two or three pints 
o' Guinness's finest. ’ Aw, gog's bloog an* 'ounds,* 
says I to him, ' 3’’'ould thief Frank, but ycr afther 
breakin’ Lord Plunket’s pledge 1 ’ 

" ' Heth an’ I am not,’ says he ; ' ‘ sure I didn't 
pay for the po-ert-ther 1 ’ 

" Aw. Frank’s a gicat ould rogue entirely ! 

Well, there was another time he was clanin' for 
an ould lady on the Sarc’lar Koad. Mindja there 
was an ould cupboard in the cordner wid the divil 
a less nor a mather o' 3 lbs. o' beef in it. Well, when 
Vn’ on\d wan had her hack tuidned nn’ she ont o’ 
the room, what- the blazes diidlment should he be‘ 
up ta but he goes up to the cupboard and bl — y 
end to the thruppence but he eat every darabit o' 
the beef out o’ that, and bad luck t’all but he sticks 
the th’ ould cat locked up inside the cupboard. 
Presently she comes do^vn to the kitchen an' opens 
the press. 

" ‘ Aw, gog’s bloog an’ fury,’ says she, * the cat’s 
hfther atin’ all me beef on me I had for yer dinner. 
I'm sorry, me poor man, I’ve notliin’ furta give ye 
fate ! ' 'Faith, so am I, ma’am,’ says he, ‘more’s 
the pity 1 ’ — an' he wid the 3 lbs o’ beef in his ould 
body ^1 the time, the great ould thief. Faith, 
Frank’s a terrible cute chap entirely in the regyard 
of all soorts o’ divilment ! ", 

I quote a few of lus detached sayings or pensies. 
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Of tlie vra.vc3 at Ke^rcastle : 

regiment to marcli in nnaher Oie curcu. o im 
TAid th’ arcli it did make.’ 

Of aWntions and shaidug : 

" Satimrda’ nights or Snnda’ mom ns is times 
cnoneh im a maS to ^ash Ins hands i sure a man 
that^d vrash bis hands more nor that, id uaw no 
ind'-sthry / " [ ? Any etymological connection in his 

mind ■with *' Dust " ■'] ^p~r th<* 

”It's of a^Sathurda’ night Id al^aiS te^r th- 
heavy scoom off o’ me pass v.id th’ ould razor. ^ 

Of a cure for a cold ; 

" D it was a thing ye had a hcainr surfeit o’ cowld, 
faith there’s nothing betthcr ye could ,do_only take 
1 n’ ate a rale tcmhle ould salty book haird n [buck 
1 erring il that id give ye tire diml’s drooth i_drougnt, 
is. tlurstl, an’ then nothin’ id sadisj.y ye but ye 
should swaily tv.o or three bookets o’ cowld sonHa 
rrather, an' agin yid be in bed, be the tundnenn 
Mack, the lather o’ pesperation \-id be in id sweep 
the cowld to blazes oat o’ your body 1 ” 


Concerning homesopathy : 

" Aw sure I know all about the Home-potticks ; 
sure it was a woman in the city o' Paris that in- 
vented it. Little seeds and ground airubs [herbs3 
— that’s the way the’ goes to work I ” 

Oi one who had been dismissed for drinking : 

“ 'Well now, it’s a quare thing furta say ould 
XlfZ ^should ’a b^n put out of it for the dhrihk, 
an’ he as dayceut a man as ever earned a slulhn’ 1 
iletii an’ I always thought he was a man that could ^ 
Tiould a sup wUfiout Uttin' in I ” 
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Of a sportsman : - - / ' 

One. o’, ttc, brothers was a docthor ; th', other 
follied' Shodtin', — ^he’d be always shootin’ — ^an’ gog’s' 
' great tare ah 'ounds'but he was a grand shot ! All : 
nations id bC ' cornin’ , furta shoot agin him, but -the’ 
.-might 'as 'well ’a stopped at home;. ’ there's', 
nbtliin', ;that flics — nothin' uhdlier tire stars—but ■ 
he'd^hit.’’ , V 

"Arid hero, are three of his proud boasts r 

There’s not-a man in all Irdand, - put England 
to it that same;, that id be.ablc furla hould-a. candle 
_tp me’in the mattlrer , of , ‘.puttin’ -down .doon'g !,- ’ . , 

There’s hot a'man in Ireland thafid be able to' 
read the names' Over- the, sbop-doors agin liite ! - ' - 
i „ " Misther. H./„ might be blind' dhroonk,- and 
.dammj-skin I'd, be safer 'in the xegyard o’ lockin’ 
and .bpulta’. th' ould gate nor another man id an’ 
.-'be fifereft'sober I ” 

jsLet '-me close .with ,H. H. 'description of this 
simple -profane old man in'all tbe gJory/of 'antliority,' 
on a Sunday afternoon , -• 

’ ■'.‘'■.Punctually at '4.3Q he would, take liis, stand 'jusf 
^outside' the .door, bri the pavement, leaving -the dbor^ 
mjar, to - wait , for the Dean’s coming -'in' from; 'the,'.-' 
.'^^^thedral.- Edge .would often have more .than half,' - 
an hour to wait before the Dean appeared,' but these . 
.were perhaps the prpudost, moments .of the week for'’ 
him, for in the meantime the depaxtin'g- congregation, 
'including the Slife.oi Dublin residents -and wsitors;.’ 
-.some driving,- sonie' on -foot,' would' have filed by 
and; as. he. stood there, endimmcM -^yith clean' collar f - 
and the' best -‘.zig ’'hef could master, .in 'fnU 'view- , of 
,all ' the .Quality ' did' they, but turn .their 'heads , to 
see. him,. he 'experienced to the full a dignified con- '. 
'Bciousness ■ of, being ' '.the ^ Danefs port-ther,’ and 
. moreover I of executing that function betther nor 
■|my man in Ireland.’" '■ ", ... 
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Ed-srarri Edges there laast alwa33 be — ^traasparent, 
hiimoraas soTils who do thKr dut^' and worship thoir 
masters — hat with the spread of educatioai and news- 
papers their speech is bonad to become less india'idaal 
and racy. The more praise, then, to H. H. W. for 
presers-ing for as these jewels that fell from the old 
gate-keeper's lips. 



' CONJURER AND CON- 
FEDERATE* 

I, The Conjurer 

A mbition takes men very differently. This 
would enter Parliament, and That would have 
a play accepted at the Court ; This would reach 
the North Pole, and That would live at Clnslehurst ; 
while a fifth would be happy if only he had a motor- 
car. Spoaldng for myself, my ambition has always 
been to have a conjurer perform under my own roof, 
and it has just happened. I obtained him from the 
Stores. 

No one, I suppose, will be taken in by the state- 
ment that I was engaging this wizard for the children ; 
it was really for myself. Much as the children en- 
joyed his triclcs and his banter (so fascinating, as 
one of his testimonials said, to the family of the 

Countess of ), it was I who enjoyed lum most, 

because I helped him with his preparations ; saw 
him unpack his wonderful bags and lay the sacred 
paraphernalia on the table; procured for him such 
articles as he required ; and so forth. I have never 
been so near magic before. , Like all great men when 
one comes closely in touch with them, he was 
human, ' quite like ourselves; so much so, indeed, 
that 111 addition to his fee he wanted his cab fare 
both ways. It is very huma n to want things both ways . 

• From Character and Comedy, 

*a 
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I tave b-en -wciidering hovr long it ■would -take me 
xo lesxn. "fco 1>3 a. conjxirer, ajsd. if it is not tco lat© to 
begin. I used -to meditate a comae oi billiard lessons 
from one of tne great players, but I gave ■that np 
long ago. I realised •tlmt a man wno svants to play 
billiards must have no other ambiiioa. Billiards ia 
all. But one might surely in "the course of a ■vrinter 
acgtsirs something more th an the mdiments of con- 
juring, and I would pay a guinea a lesson ■with 
•pleasure. I don’t ■want xo be a nnlshed conjurer. I 
merely want to do three -tricte u.-itn reasonable 
devterity. Of course, if one can do ■three ■tricks one 
can do thartv, but it is three and tnres only I bavc 
in mind. 1 rrant to borrow a watch and put it 
in a pestle and mortar and grind, it to po'wder and 
then fire a pistol at a loaf of bread and find -the watch 
whole again in. the midst of ■the crumb. {2) I want 
to borrow a tall hat and throw in dour and break 
eggs into it and stir itallmp, and hold it^ivcr a spirit 
lamp for a second, and then produce a beauBlul 
■warm. cake. (3) I •want to find hens’ eggs in old men’s 
beards and little girls' hair. Tricks ■'vith cards and 
money and so iocth., "L donft mind abont, baeanta I. 
•would always rather see them done than do them— 
there is such fascination ia the clean, snift move- 


ments of the conjurer •with cards, his perfect mastery 
of his fingers, the supple beauty of his hands. And' 
tricks with machinery I would gladly forego. 

^ ily cOTjurer’s most popular ■trick ■was of course 
taat which calls upon the co-opera-tion of a rabbit. 

1 wrote to him in advance to insist on this. l!>o 
man who at a chddxen’s party produces a. live rabbit, 
parti'miariy whan it is verj- smaii and lucking a»d 
also blacu and white, is making a mistake, b’o 
a hat has gone before, this apparition -will 
seal h^ popular,./. The end croivns the work fas 
'■ ^ only to 

j -weicome, but to an 

codabora.cd more than once, and into whose life I- 
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hoped to get a Htlic brightness by inducing him to 
bring the tall hat which the wizard should borrow. 
The thought filled him with excitement. It was 
bringing radiance indeed into his life to know that 
this old hat, which had done nothing more romantic 
than keep, liis head warm all these years, was to be 
used for magical purposes, and have a real rabbit 
extracted from it. 

As with pensive melancholy I watched the conjurer 
packing up, he told me that he had tivo more per- 
formances that evening, and had been in constant 
request think I give liis exact words) all through 
the winter months. What a life I I can think of 
notinng more pleas.ant than to live thus, continually 
mystifying fresh groups of people — with cab fares 
both ways and a satisfactory fee ; to be for ever in 
the winter months extracting eggs from old gentle- 
men’s beards and little girls' hair, passing cards 
right through one’s body, catching half-crowns in 
the air, finding a thousand and one things in tall hats. 
Tills is to live indeed, to say nothing of the additional 
rapture of hatnng a fund of facetiai that not only 
ordinary children but the offspring of countesses 
find irresistible. 

And in the summer months wdiat does he do ? 
Probably he is thinking out new tricks, squandering 
his winter wealth (tlie very reveise of the bee), 
catching rabbits. 

II. The Confederate 

> My mother has told me of fields, meadows, and 
hedges ; but I have never seen them. She has told 
me also of guns, and dogs, arid ferrets, and all ihe 
perils of the warren hfo ; but of these I know nothing 
too. It is very unlikely that I ever shall ; for I am 
in love’vdth my art, and will not abandon it until I 
must. My mother says I must before veiy long, 
because I am growing so fast ; but I mean to keep 
small, I shall eat very little ; I eat hardly anything 
now. I couldn’t bear to diangc this wonderful career. 
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" This is my second -crtater, and I go into his pocket 
< 5 tdte easily still. Why should everyone grwv big ? 
There are dn-arf men ; why not dwarf rabbits ? 

“ My mother says that when I am too big I shall 
just live in a hutch all day and see no one. ^ But I 
would not do that ; I would die sooner. It is -very 
easy to die if you want to. 

'* What sort of a life do you think I should have 
if 1 could not help my master, and knew that another 
icas helping him instead ? That would be the terrible 
part. Once it happened to me, when I was ill and 
my brother went to a party for me. I suffered 
agonies all the evening. I seemed to hear the 
children laughing, and see them all open-mouthed 
with amazement and rapture when he was pulled 
kicking out of the empty hat. It was terrible. I 
lay there sobbing and biting my claws. But it was 
aU right when he came back, for 1 heard my master 
saying to his wife that Tommy (that is my brother’s 
name) was a fool. “ Too hea^’y, too,” he added, and 
then he brought me, with his own hands, a new crisp 
lettuce to see if I could eat again, and I ate it all, 
and have never been ill since. 

“ I dare say if I was an ordinary stage conjurer’s 
rabbit 1 could bear old age better. But we do not 
do that, we go to children's parties. There is all the 
diTerence in the world. - . 


" You have no idea how -many children I see. 
And to hear them laugh ; that is the best I I hear 
them laugh aU the time, but I see them only for a 
minute or two. You 'must understand that until 
my trick comes on— and it is usually a late one— I 
lie all comfortable, although c^uivering with excite- 
meut m my basket. I can’t see, but I can hear 
e,-<.rythtng. Of co^e I know exactly what is 
liappenmg, although I can’t see it I know the 
order of the tricks perfectiv, Kew he’s llfchinl 
money n the air, I saV to myself. Xow he'rfiSnl 
^ <^ 5 ? nn a uttle gkl’s bair. Now he’s nas^gSl 
through hrs body ; and so on. And 
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gre.it niojuent when 1 hear him tay. ‘ For my next 
trick I shall require the loan of a liat. Can an 3 -onc 
oh!i<:c me vith a tall hat ? As this is a rather messy 
trick, I don't c-tre to use my own,' Tlie^' ahvaj’s 
laugh at th.at ; but they little think what those words 
arc meaning to a small’ bi.ach rabbit in a basket, and 
how my heart i.s beating. 

" Thexi the trick begins ; fir-st nij’^ master takes 
oat of the hat a great bunch of fiags, then heaps of 
flowers, then Japanc.se lanterns, and thai a wig. I 
must not tell }'on how this is done, but 1 know ; and 
I nrust not tell j'ou how or when I am put into the 
hat, because Hint might lead you to think less of ray 
master'.s magic ; but after the wig ha.s been taken 
out and tlicy arc all laughing, there is a moment. . . . 
Then raj' heart sotnrs to stand quite still. When I 
tome to’ myself I hear ray master say, ' Excuse me, 
sir. but you carry very odd things in your liat. I 
thought the w-ig w.as the last of them ; but here is 
one more,’ I cannot see the children, but I know' 
exactly how' thej' are looldng while ho .saj's this — all 
leaniiig forward,* with their mouths open and their 
eyes so briglst. And ‘then my rnastex t.akcs hold of 
ray c.irs, pulls me up with a swift movertient which 
hurfs a little, but I don’t mind (mind !), and waves 
‘me in the air. How 1 lack, how they scream witli 
dcliglit 1 ‘ Oh, the little darling 1 ’ they erj'- ' 01>. 

the sweet ! ’ ‘ The pet I ’ 

1* How could I give this up ? Wrat has hfe for 
me without mj' art ? " 

■‘Son 5 eli!ne.s when we arc performing m a small 
house where there is no platform, the little girls make 
tk mail lor me aucl sci;:c me from my master and hug 
me and ki.'.s me. I have been a good deal squeered 
now and then ; but I know it is because I bave done 
well. If I had not kicked so br.avcly they would not 
be so eager to hold mo and love mo. It is homage to 
art. Bat ray master soon takes me from U'cm ana 
puts me in my b.askcl again. I am afraid he has 
rather a jealous disposition." 

C 



THE TOWN WEEK* 

TT is odd ttat “ Mondayisli " is the only 
i vrhich. the days of the week have given ns, 
since Monday is not alone in possessing a pc^itive 
and peculiar diaracter. \Vliy not ** Tuesdayisn ot 
” Wedncsdayish” ? Each word wonld convey aft 
much meaning to me, " Tvicsda^'ish ” m particular, 
for Monday's cardinM and reprehensible error ot 
TsEginning the business week seems to me almost a 
virtue compared "with Tuesday’s utter flatness. _ To 
begin a new week is no fault at all, although traditioi* 
has branded it as one. To begin is a noble accoot*^ 
plL'hmcnt ; but to continue dully, to be the tame ■- 
iollower of a courageous beginner, to be the second 
day in a week of action, as in Tuesday’s case — ^that 
is deplorable, if you like. 

’ilonday can be flat enough, but in a difierent way i 
trom Tuesday, lilonday is fiat because one has been 
idling, perhaps unconsciously absorbing notions of 
living like the lilies ; because so many days must paSft- 
before the -week cuds ; because yesterday is no mord- 
But Tuesday has the sheer essential flatness ot^ 
nonentity ; Tuesday is nothing. If you would know 
how absolutely nothing it is, go to a week-end hot^ 
at, say Brighton, and stay on after the Saturday-to- 
ilonday population has flitted. On Tuesday yott 
touch the depths. So docs themenn — ^no chej evesr 
exerted himself for a Tuesday guest. Tuesday is also 

• From JFtresidc atid Su'ishine. 

34 



THE TO\VK 35 

vcrji’ difficult to spell, many oflierwise cultured ladies 
puttmp the c before the 5/ ; and \vI15' not ? Wliat 
right has Tuesday to any preference ? 

With all its faults, Monda}' has a positiv'e character. 
Monday brings a feeling of revolt; Tuesday, the base 
craven, reconciles ns to the machine. I am not 
- surprised that the recent American revivalists held no 
meetings on Mondays. It was a mark of their astute- 
ness ; tJiey knew that the wear and tear of overcoming 
the Monday feeling of tlic greater part of tlieir audi- 
ence would exhaust tlicm before tlieir magnetism 
began to have play ; while a similarly stubborn 
difficulty would confront tlicm in the remaining 
poi tibn sunk in apalliy by the tlioughl tliat to-morrow 
would be Tuesda)'. It is tins presage of certain 
j tedium wbich has robbed Monday evening of its 
" glittering star.” Yet since nothing so becomes a 
flat day as the death of it, Tuesday evening’s glitter- 
ing star {it is Wordsworth’s phrase) is of tlie brightest 
—for is not the drear}' day nearly done, and is not 
to-monow' Wednesda}' the bland ? 

With Wednesday, the week stirs itself, turns over, 
begins to wake. There arc matinees on Wednesday ; - 
on Wednesday some of the more genial weekly papers 
come ont. The ver}' word has a good honest round 
air — Wednesday, filings, adventures, might happen 
very naturally on Wednesday ; but that nothing ever 
happened on a Tuesday I am convinced. In summer 
Wednesday has often close finishes at Lord's, and it 
is'a day on which one's friends- arc pretty sure tbbe 
accessible. On Monday they may not have returned 
ffom'the country ; on Friday they have begun to go 
Out of town again ; but on Wednesday they are here, 

’at home — are solid. I am sure it is mj’ favourite day. 

^ (Even politicians, so slow as a rule to recognise the 
kindlier, more generous, side of life, realised for many 
years tliat Wednesday ivas a day on which they had 
no right to conduct their acrimonious business for 
more than an hour or so. hluch of tlie failure of tlie 
last Government may be traced to tlieir atheistical 
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decisicm. no longer to remember Wednesday to keep it 

On Thursday the -week falls back a lIHle ; the stir- 
ring of Wednesday is forgotten ; there is a returo to 
the folding of the hands. I am not sure that Thurs- 
day has not hecome the real day of rest. That it is a 
good honest day is the most that can be said for it. 

It is certainly not Thor’s dav any longer — if "my 
reading of the character of the biacksmiii-god is 
true. 'There is nothing strong and downright and 
fine about it. Compared with Tuesday’s small beer, 
Thursday is almost champagne ; but none the less 
thev are related. One can group them together. If 
I were a business man, I should, I am certain, sell my 
shares at a loss on ^.londay and at a profit on W ednes- 
day and Friday, but on Tuesday and Thursday X 
should get for them exactly what I gave. 

I group Friday with Wednesday as a day that can 
be friendly to m e, but it has not Wednesday's quality. 
Wednesday is calm, assured, urbane ; Friday allows 
itSElf to be a little flurried and excited. Wednesday 
stands alone ; Friday to some extent throws in its lot 
with Saturday. Friday is too busy. Too many 
papers come out. too many bags are packed, on Friday. 
But herein, of course, is some of its virtue : it is the 
beginning oi the end, the forerurmer of Saturday and 
Sunday. If anticipation, as the moralists say. is 


of ttie morrow and what of good it should bring forth. 
Friday’s greatest merit is perhaps that it paves the 
way to Saturday and the cessation of work. That it 
ever was reaUy unlucky I grcatlv doubt. 

And so we come to Saturday and Sunday. But 
hercthe analysi-falters, for Saturday and Sunday pass 
mom the region o^v-definable davs. Monday and 
xuesday. Wednesday and Thursdav and Friday, 
. with a character fixed more or less 

*' ‘'f'^rday and Sunday are what we 
y make of them. In one family they are 

-V 
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friends, associates ; in another as ill-assorted as 
Socrates and Xantippe. For most of us Saturday is 
not exactly a day at all, it is a collection of hours, part 
work, part pleasure, and all restlessness. It is a day 
tliat we plan for, and therefore it is often a failure. I 
have no distinct and unvarying impression of Satur- 
day, except tlial trains are full and late and shops 
shut too early, 

Sunday even more than Saturday is different as 
people arc different. To the godly it is a da^f of low 
tones, its minutes go by mufiled ; to the children of 
Wie godly it is eternity’. To the ungodly it is a day 
jeopardised by an interest in barometers that is 
almost too poignant. To one man it is an interrup- 
tion of the week ; to another it is the week itself, 
and all the rest of the days arc but preparations for 
it. One cannot analyse Saturday and Sunday. 

But Monday ? There we arc on solid ground again. 
Monday — but I have discussed Monday already : that 
is one of its principal charactcnstics, that it is alway^s 
coming round again, pretending to be new. It is 
always the same in reality. 



BIRDS AND THEIR ENEMIES* 

F or the past tiw) -prceks I lia\'c been v.'atching 
two nests in the garden — a tbmsh's and a long- 
tailed tit’s. The tlirush buslt s.lently and unobscn.'cd 
in a bo'-: tree, the first news we had of the nest being 
the noisy departure of the old bird as someone moved 
too near. Pro^dcnce surely (one cannot help think- 
ing) having done so much for birds, might have gone 
a step further and gifted Iheni wnth the knowledge 
tlrat when in danger it is better to lie low than to 
bustle away. However, ofi the tlirush flow, and re- 
lealcd five eggs. A day or so later the young birds 
liatched out. 

The long-tailed tits worked entirely without secrecy. 
They sought their building site almost ostentatiously, 
and, ha\mg settled upon it, convcj'cd their matenala 
thither under- our very eyes, kichcu from the apple 
trees formed the outer wall, and the lining was cluefly 
feathers from other birds, bnt whether picked uf 
casually or fought for I know not. The buiidinj 
operations lasted about ten days ; and then cam* 
the eggs ; and then, as I had foreseen from thi 
hegmning, the tragedy. For these loohsh birds hac 
home in the hedge that runs by th< 
footpath, in itself a ndiculous enough thing, and then 
nonnnally for protective purposes, 1 suppose, ha< 
that did not in the leasr correspom 
witii the surrounding colour . All this 1 could hav> 

? From Fireside and Sunshine, 

3 * 
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tpl9 them, but man is never so helpless as in his 
relations with birds. Perhaps it would have been 
kinder to destroy the nest's foundations at once ; but 
only very strong people can be kind like that. All 
that W'as done wa’s to call a committee to inquire 
into a means of hiding in some way the positively 
clamoious visibility of the nest( We walked up and 
down the path re-arranging the branches. Finally 
we decided that such matters are best left to Fate. 

Fate, however, does not seem to think much of 
birds, for when, after an absence of two., or three 
days, I went to see the nest again, every trace of it 
had vanished. Some village boys on a Sunday after- 
noon foray (Sunday afternoon being the deadliest 
' time for all accessible- creatures in these parts) had 
torn the nest bodily from the hedge, and it is probably ' 
.now on a neighbour’s mantelpiece. So much for the 
toil of two weeks arid the maternal sokeitude of a 
week longer, and so much for my reputation as a 
gentleman among long-tailed tits. ' 

I then went on to the thrush’s nest, and behold 1 
it lay on the ground, under the box tree, with one 
jroung bird dead beside it. Xater John, the odd 
man, told the story : be had heard that morning an 
imusual noise in the direction of the nest, and had 
even stopped work (that extreme measuie !) to see 
-what it was ; he found nothing, but could now tell 
that a cat must have attacked the birds, and the old 
one have done her best to repulse it, but without 
success. t 

Tiyo tragedies in as many days, two families de- 
stroyed, two beautiful natural processes brought to 
nothing I 

Of the two depredators the cat is the more mon- 
fibous,' Yiecause whereas a boy unthinkingly, by a 
kind of sense of duty as a boy, takes a nest when- 
ever he finds it, a cat mercilessly and deliberately 
marks a nest down, watches the growth of the young 
. birds, and strikes at tire precise moment when they 
are as big as they can be before flying. , I am not 
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)laniing the cat — that would be absurd ; but I atn 
•exed with her for makiug my position as an oracle 
to the young) so difficult this morning. ^ For the 
jtory is not vet all told. 1 have to add tnat when 
he young thrushes were still babies, and before the 
lOng-tailed tit had laid at all, a little girl was brought 
here, and I v.-?.s glad to be able to show her the nests 
and sav something about the beautiful -tvays o£ Xaturc. 
That was all right *, but tins morning she came in. 
again and was for seeing how both broods had pro- 
gressed, and I had, of course, to tell her of our losses. 
So far as the tits were concerned the case presented 
little difficulty, for it comes naturally to even a little 
girl to tiiink but ligbtly of the enormities o£ *' horrid 
boys ” (as we call them). But the cat ? , We have 
the misfortune to keep a cat here, and to be very 
fond of it, and the odds arc quite hca\-y tliat it v.-as 
this identical cat that consumed the thrushes and 
destroyed the nest. Under 'that impression the little 
girl refused to take any notice of the cat. nor could 
she understand how we can possibly continue to give 
such a creature los’o and shelter. ■ She asked me the 
most direct questions on the matter, and 1 had no 
answers, and now I am a dishonoured thing. 

And truly the whole thing is rather a puzzle. Why 
should a cat that is properly fed, and has its -will of 
the mice, eat the birds Of tlie air ? Why should boys 
bo unable to permit a bird to hatch out its eggs in 
peace ? The law of the survival of the fittest hardlv 
applies, for surely a thrush is as fit as a cat, and a 
long-tailed tit as fit as a boy. 1 know a dozen boys 
at least whom 1 would willingly, exchange for the 
intimacy ol a pair of these birds. Of course, it is all 
right, really. We all prey on one another, and all 
in turn are preyed upon. Probably those young 
thrushes had each eaten some scores of very estimable 
and life-loving worms ; probably the tits had slain 
insects by the thousand, and equaUy probably onr 
tet will one night be caught in a trap, and that village 
boy -wiU enlist and some day fail on a battlefield 
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ttjfh a huHcl RitoHr^h his heart, A life for 

fi liiV, «ayr, Kr.ture. And yet one is purrlrd .sUH 
When man opin'-d the door to lei humanity in, lie let 
in n ho'.t ol <!inihta nnd inE^ivings ni the same lime. 

‘Tin's IS not our only inapcdy. There is just nou- at 
the farm .a litihe luood oi thjcUltnfjs, v,’ho ajovc about 
ever in a solid phalanx- —a little yellow cloud which, 
Ihouph {.even lUick-; compo'-c it, yon could at any 
lime cover with .a dinner naplan. I never sa.w such 
nohilisatiori. If unity w<.rc really slrenplh, this 
company rlionld Ik- e,-\pablr of .anyihing. So one 
rnipht tlunh ; and yet the contaiiy is the fact, for the 
tuoti\'c which, k.tds to this excessive greganousness 
is not nggieiision but fe.rr. Collectively', .seven yellow 
dnclJinf.1., with weakly, lavittoring bc.aks and foolishly 
tinmfici'ks, arc no stronger tiian one ; but collectively 
their courage is gre-ater ; and just now they' need 
courage or stitmil.stion s-ery b.adly-. Becaii.sc^of the 
rats. A day nr 1 0 ago the little b.vnd nunilrcre d nine, 
tiwi) it nnmb.'red eight, now seven, and to-morrow 
there may be only six. lienee there is something 
very' pathetic in the sight of thc.se fearful little 
bro'jiers and sistem crowding against each other in 
tlicir broaebday pas'-;',"!, fiom one side of the yard to 
the other. If they feel tlnis when the sun sluncs, 
htnv must their lilile he.nrls Lv-.at at night 1 

Tiicir fear of rats c.annot, I think, be more intense 
than niine. Rats aic to me what snakes arc to timid 
people in a snala; country', or taranlul.is in n tarantula 
country. The rat idea has a kindred hold on me, 
and has had ever since at school I first heard Sonthoy’s 
ball :d of Bishop Hatto. The irresistibility of that 
army of lats swimming ne.arcr and nearer to the 
c.srttitt in the Jivcr, and then tip and up the stairs. . . . 
The rat ir. so terrible .and so unclean. There is 
the story of the cornered rat that leaps for your 
throat. ... 

I met a rat a .short time ago. I was descending a ^ 
hlUe hill, and he was climbing it, both of us in the 
middle of the road, I stood still and permitted him 
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to pass — 5 . great, surly, -wicked, in-fcent grandfatter. 
A personified sin migiit easily liave l>eeTi fignreu 
And yet a rat's private life, a rat's Ihougltts and _ 
conversation, may "be far more vrliolesonie than a 
rabbit's. {We don't really knoiv anything.} Yet a 
thousand rabbits might play on the Hoot of iny bed- 
room all night, and be hanged -to them, while ^ a 
single rat so much, as scratched beneath the flooring, 

I would lose all sleep and all peace of mind. Such 
is association. Such is the rat idea. And such is 


the basis of my grief for those luckless ducklings. 

The ducklings, thrushes, and tits are not the only 
miniature tilings “that are finding life too hard a nut. “ 
Old John, on his way back from dinner the other day, 
found a cat in the midst of that ghastly game -which 
cats play with their victims. The \-ictim in this case, 
-was a baby rabbit. By a sudden movement John 
rescued the little crea-turc and brought it to us. To' 
transpose a box into a "hutch -was. as the novelis-ts 
say, the work of an afternoon, a-nd the rabbit was 
placed within it, together with some grass and some 
milk. But eitlier the nervous shock, or the frequency 
with which callers came to the hutch to make in- 
quiries, too much for it, and the next morning 
its poor little body -^vas cold. A rabbit -that could 
recover from a cat's persecution -rvould, indeed, have 
an organisation of iron. 


Xne memory of the bright light of fear that inhabited 
the little rabbit’s eyes has for the time being re- 
moved all my good feeling for ca-ts. Our kitten 
may frolic and cuivet as she will, and twist her tiny 
body mfo a thousand a-ttitudes of frcaldsh and 
fascinating grace, but sbe leaves me -without enthu- 
siasm. 1 am tired of cats. Tlieir rapacity -is too 
continual, -their cruelty too hideous, their beauty 
-too snperficial. Give me a plain, blundering, faith- 
lm-i!cartcd and true-cj'cd dog — a mongrel, even, if 
toy to Persians of the Orient, or so I 

Kot that one ia profoundly in love with rabbits. 
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Indeed, I cannot rise properly lo tlie rabbit at all ; I 
can only feel sorry for him. To respect hifn is impos- 
sible : liis timidity goes beyond all bounds, alan 
may well bo gratified to cause a stampede now and 
again among the smaller wild animals of his neigh- 
bourhood, but when the same stampede occurs cve^ 
day among the same family, he deems 
homage. Rooks can at enormous range , 

between a walking-stick and a gun, between ^end ^ 
and foe, between Saturday and Sunday, ^en 
sparrows discriminate. But rabbits are just . 
A footstep on the ground three hundred ^ 

starts them for home, no matter how succulent the 
greenery or how distant the burrow. One almost, 
blushes to think what ® 

punctual and harmless outgoing f 

to run every morning, and one s reluming p ly 
evening. In our case the warren is hard by the path, 
and th? alarmed rabbit has thciefore, in 
to approach the enemy. •' Go back, 
little duflers ! Finish your feeding 
yourselves I ” one mentally exclaims. But it is to n 
purpose— here they aU come, hundreds of them, 

^^A^few raWiits attempt courage, but never oo® 

,cMcS il T,..y sit «P 't»,tjATthr«ms‘you 

together pluck to brave it out , X and they 

arS within fifty yards theii hearts them and timy 

break for home. Jt fnghtened rabbrt ne^ver^^^^ 

straight : he swerves and S'verws Th p ^ h 
. has learned from a crueller 

the sportsman s aim. Nature white tails • it 

thing than when she fave rabbite ^ 

makes it possible to shoot them I ^ 

to see any other quarry. JXn seS nothing of a 
a pretty name for them. One I bdieve, 

rabbit but its flashing scut. 2 advantage 

are puzzled to account for it, except as an aava b 

‘"SSrabb^ts have far more enterprise than old. 
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Indeed, rabbits go off sadly, almost as sa^y aa lambs, 
•wbich take on stupidness steadily -witb years, a 
peculiarity of the young rabbit that is a^proache 
at a distance from its abode is to be 
fem or grass and sham death or coma. An old rapoi 
has not wit enough to do even that. One imagines 
the old rabbit a very treasure-house of counsel ana. 
■warnings. Man must get a desperately bad character 
in the ivarrens. ^ 

Our squirrels are less sby than the rabbits. They 
have more audacity, more grit, more datc-devil. 
They let us approach within a few feet before moving, 
and then, quick as birds, with 'tail outspread, they 
dart to a 'tree. More often than not it is not the 
nearest tree : they' keep enough composure to select. 
A squirrel seems never to lose his head ; a rabbit 
almost always does. 'When a squirrel runs he loops 
over the ground in the ivay the sea-serpent ■travels in 
pictures. Once the tree is gained, he scampers up a 
yard or tivo, on the side farthest from the enemy', and 
then pauses as suddenly' as if an enchanter had bidden 
him turn to stone. Nothing in na'ture is more motion- 
less than a •wary, "watchful squirrel. Ho clings to 
the bark ■with cocked head and fearful eyes, a ma'ttcr 
of half a minute before climbing 'to the first fork of 
the boughs. But to say climbing is a mis'take ; it is 
not climbing -, it is yust running, or, better still, going. 
A squirrel goes up a -tree. 

, The squirrel of the artist sits on its hindquarters, 
under -Uic shelter of its tail, and nibbles at the nut 
v,-hich. its forepaws hold. The position, is, indeed, 
only one remove from say'ing grace, and reminds one 
of the chUd in Stevenson’s verse who behaves “ man- 
nerly ” ab^Ie. But one does not often catch them 
S "-'oods. There the squirrel 

ly seen making little furtive dashes amon" the 

dCstance To- a raV he taken at a 

tobT is TelhiV nursery illus- 

^non IS realised, but oWy seldom. Squirrels axe 
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very ready to be angrj^, and they are incapable of dis 
guising their feelings. They are voluble as fishwives 
If you would test the squirrel’s powers of repartee 
you must drive one to the branches of an isolated tre 
and then rap the trunk ■with a stick. He will ‘ ' answe 
back ” as long as you stay there. 

One preitj' peculiarity toucliing the squirrel is tha 
wo do not associate it with age. We speak of a youni 
rabbit or an old rabbit, a young horse, an old cow, i 
kitten or a cat, a puppy or a dog ; bu't a squirrel, nc 
matter what its development, is just a squirrel : tbal 
is to say, an indescribably wonderful woodland crea- 
ture, as far removed from our own life and ken as 
any English animal. The lyrical swiftness of the 
squirrel partakes of the miraculous ; and this, com- 
bined with his elusiveness, — though he is a thousand 
strong in the neighbouring woods, — makes him a 
creature apart. Thousands of persons in tliis country 
have never seen a squirrel. 

The squirrel is in the main invincibly and joyously 
untamable, although many a man has kept one as a 
pet. Compared mth a squirrel of the beech grove, 
the wildest rabbit is domesticated. But, indeed, 
beside the squirrel all the four-footed creatures of the 
field are pedestrian, commonplace. Even the hare, 
with its incredible celerities, is dull compared ivith this 
brilliant aeronaut. Tlie squirrel must be emboughed 
^ if ho is to show in brightest pin. On the ground he 
is swift and graceful, but his tad impedes instead of 
assisting him ; in a tree, or in mid-air between two 
trees, be is.a miracle of joyous pulsating life, a bird 
■with an addition.al infusion of nervous fluid, a poem 
in red fur. 

I must now return to the cat. Since where there is 
a cat there is death, and since you cannot have both 
birds and a cat, I said that the cat must go. (Her ' 
name, by the way, was Bobine Pellicule. We found 
it on a packet of photographic films, and deeming it 
too good |to be lost, conferred it on her.) And I was 
■the more certain she must go when that evening she 

; ' t 
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a matter of fact the attentive ear can hear a little 
squeaky argument before the flight, as though there 
was a question of precedence to settle The bat 
which the cat played with must have rolled oS the 
roof, having left the home too early. 

Birds, of course, are not unmi.ved blessings. They 
certainly wake one very early ; they pull thatch all 
to pieces ; they eat the buds and they eat the fruit. 
A pair of dandy bullfinches with an irreproachable 
tailor and perfect manners completely stripped our 
damson tree of buds two spnngs ago. The cuckoo, 
too, is no credit to Ins race : his arrogance and want 
of a responsible sense are deplorable, and he sings the 
sameisong so many times over that one is ashamed of 
him. But worse than all are the birds that ruin 
flowers out of sheer wantonness— a waiitonness equal 
to that of the boys who rob or destroy nests. 

I was in the country on the first day of spring this 
year, and I went at once to a place in the orchard 
where there are five or six large primrose roots. The 
flowers were all out, as many as twenty to tbirtj’ on 
each root ; but when I knelt doivn to see them 1 
found that almost every head had been snipped off. 
This is a bird's doing, and I have never learned the 
purpose of the deed. Can there be some delicate 
flavour in the neck of the primrose, or is it wanton 
destructiveness ? I believe the scoundrel is a 
blackbird. 

I remember a letter to the Spectator some years 
ago, in which a correspondent quoted from the 
margin to a woodcut of a bullfinch in an old black- 
letter Natural -History in the library at Hertford 
College, Oxford, this implacable note in seventeenth- 
century handwiting ; " A smal fowle. He eatctli 
>my apple buds in spring. Kill hym.” 

Similarly I would indict the blackbird for thus 
ruining the most beautiful of flowers with his gold 
dagger of a bill : " A bold black ravener. He de- 
capitateth my primroses. Behead him." And yet 
■would I ? Probably not. 
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"■Wh2.t right has that man to Itavc a spaniel ? ” 
a v-ittj- lady, pointing to a bnlly. " Spaniels should he 
a reuard.” 

TiC his prescription for the perfect home Soiithey 
1 included a little girl rising six years an<^ ^ 
Intten rising six v/eeks. That is perhaps the prettiest • 
thing that ever found its way from his -^en— that 
patient, plodding, bread-winning pen, %vhich _ h^ 
drove with such pathetic industry as long as he 
any power left with which to urge it forward. A 
little* girl rising six years and a kitten rising siJt 
weeks. Charming, isn't itir 

But. my dear rascally Take Poet, what about a- 
puppy rising six mouths? Ho.v did you come to 
forget that ? — such a puppy as is in this room as a 
•write; a small hlach puppy of the Cocker spaniel 
blood, so black that had the good^ God not given 
him a gleaming white comer to his wicked littls 
eye, one would not know at dinner whether ha vri^s 
sitting by one’s side or not — not, that is, until his 
piercing shrieks, signiridng that he had "been (vel? 
properlj'*) trodden on again, rent the welkin. 

This papp3' have 1 called theTord of Life hecaussi 
cannot conceive of a more complete embodiment o 
vitality, curiosity, success, and tyrannv. "VTta'iP 
first and foremost. It is incredible that so mocl 
pulsating quicksilver, so much energy and purpose 


• Prom One Day and Another. 
' 4i 
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sliould be paclced into a loot and a half of black hide. 
He is lip earliest in the morning, he retires last at 
night, lie sleeps in the day, it is true, but it is 
sleep tliat hangs by a thread. Let there be a footfall 
' out of place, let a strange dog in the street venture 
but to breathe a little louder than usual, let the least 
rattle of plates strike upon his ear and his sleep is 
shaken from him in an instant. From an older dog 
One expects some of this watchfulness. For an 
absurd creature of four months witli one foot still in " 
the cradle to be so charged with vigilance is too 
ridiculous. 

If nothing occurs to interest him, and his eyes 
are no longer heavy (heavy 1 he never had heavy 
eyes), he will make drama for himself. He iviU 
lay a slipper at your feet and bark for it tobetlirown. 

I admire him most when he is returning with it in 
his mouth The burden gives him responsibility : 
Iiis four black feet, much too big for his body, all 
move at once with a new importance and rhythm. 
Wlien he runs for, the slipper he is just so much 
galvanised puppy rioting with life ; when he returns 
he is an official, a guardian, a trustee : his eye is 
grave and responsible ; the conscientious field spaniel 
wakes in him and asserts itself. 

As to his curiosity, it knows no bounds. He must 
be acquainted with all that happens. What kind of 
a view of human life a dog, even a big dog, acquires, 

I Jiave sometimes tried to imagine by kneeling or 
lying full length on the ground and looking up. 
The world then becomes strangely incomplete ; one 
sees little but legs. Of course the human eye is set 
differently in the head, and a dog can visualise 
humanity without injuring his neck as I must do in 
that grovelling posture ; but none the less the dog's 
view of his master standing over him must be very 
partial, verj>’ fragmentary. Yet this httie puppy, . 
although’- his eyes are within eight inches of the 
ground, gives the impression tliat he sees all. He 
goes through the house with a microscope. 

P 
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Bat for Iris dependence, his cnriosi^. and hJS 
proprietary instinct to' be stadied at their best, yoo 
shonld see him in an empty house. All dogs like to 
explore empty houses mth their masters, bat none % 
more thp-n lie. His paws never so resound as when ^ 
they patter over the bare boards of an empty house. 

He enters each room vrith the eye of a builder, tenant, 
auctioneer, fumisher and decorator in one. I never 
saw such comprehensive glances, such a nose lor a 
colour scheme. But leave him by accident behind 
a closed door and see what happens. 2sot tha 
mandrake tom bleeding from its earth ever shrieked 
more melancholy. But tears are instant with hi® 
always, in spite of his native cheerfulness. It was 
surely a puppy that inspired the proverb about 
crying before you are hurt. 

1 spoke of his success. That is perhaps his mout 
signal characteristic, for the world is at his feet. ^ 
ViTi ether indoors or out he has his own way, instantly J 
, follows his own inclination. It is one of his 
charming traits that he thinks ■visibly. I often 'j 
1 watch him thinking. “ Surely it's ■time tea -waM- j 
brought,” I can positively see film saying to himself. 
"I hope that cklta •wasn’t finished yesterday; 
was rather more decent than usual. 1 believe those I 
girls eat it in the kitchen.” Or,' ” He’s pu^tting OO i 
• his hea^vy boots ; that means the lull. Good I rOf'; 
ne^ the door so as to be sure ,of slipping oufr^ 
with liiin.'' Or, “ It’s no good : he’s not going for 
walk this morning. That stupid old desk again, li 
suppose.” Or, " V^io was' ^t 5 Oh, only tb»'l 
postman. 1 shan’t bark ior him.’ ’ Or. " I'm gettin^^ 
awfully hungry, ru go and worry the ^k.” - 't 
In what way a dog expresses these thoughts I bav#f; 
n o gu ess (it is one of the leading counts in ■the 
metment of science that it knows nothing aboi^j 
dogs and docs not try to learn) ; but one can aeeS 
^ words posing in procession through his Uttlej 
i»u^ as dcariv as ii it were made of glass j 

But the most viahle token of his success is ths^ 
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attention, the homage, he receives from strangers. 
For he mot only dominates the house, but he has 
a procession of admirers after him in the streets. 
Little ^rls and middle-aged ladies equally ask 
permission to pat him. Old gentlemen (the villains I) 
ask if he is for sale, and inquire his price. Not 'that 
he looks valuable — ^as a matter of fact, though pure 
_ he is not remarkable — ^but that he suggests so much 
companionship and fun. One recognises instantly 
the Vital Spark. 

When it comes to the consideration of his tyranny, 
there enters a heavy spaniel named Bush and a 
dainty capncious egoist in blue-grey fur whom we 
will call Smoke. Smoke once had a short way with 
dogs ; but the Lord of Life had changed all that. 
Smoke once would draw back a paw of velvet, dart 
it forward like the tongue of a serpent and return to 
sleep again, perfectly secure in her mind tliat that 
particular dog would harass her no more. But do 
you think she ever hurt the puppy in 'that way ? 
Never. He loafs into the room -with his hands in 
his pockets and his head full of mischief, perceives 
a long bushy blue-grey tail hanging over the edgfe 
of the sofa, and forthwith gives it such a pull with 
his teeth as a Siberian householder who had been 
out late and had lost his latch-key nught at his door- 
bell when the wolves were after him. An ordinary 
dog would be blinded for less ; but not so our friend. 
Smoke merely squeaks reproach, and in a minute or 
two, when the puppy has tired a little of the game, 
he is found not only Ijmg beside her and stealing 
her warmth, but lying in the very centre of the nest 
in the cushion that she had fashioned for herself. 
Tyranny, if you hke I 

And Bush ? Poor Bush. For every spoiled new- 
comer there is I suppose throughout hie an old 
faithful friend who finds himself on the shelf. It , 
is not quite so bad as this with Bush, and when the 
puppy grows up and is staid too. Bush will return to 
his owm again ; but I must admit that at the beginning 
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he had a very hard tinie of it. For the puppy, 
chiefly by hanging on his ear, first infuriated him 
into sulks, and then, his mastery being recognised, 
set to work systematically to tease and bully him. . 
The result is that now Bush actuallj' has to ask per- 
mission before he dares to take up his old seat by •, 
my chair : he may have it only if the puppy does 
not want it. 

Bush, I ought to say, has lately been tried by a 
succession of new dogs : and although the present 
puppy is his most powerful super-dog, he allowed all 
to acquire an improper influence and knuckled 
under \vith deplorable tameness. Tire first inter- 
loper svas an Aberdeen, who taught him to rove. 
Before that he had never left the garden alone ; now- 
he began to absent himself for hours, sometimes whole 
nights. It rvas all Scottie’s doing, one could see. 
That small hut insidious creature Wcis of> ori^nal 
sin compact — was everything that Bush was not. 
Scottie was un wiling, disobedient, independent, 
impenitent. "When we went out for a walk he started 
with me punctually enough ; but he returned ’alone. 
At what point he disappeared, I never knew- He 
dissolved. 


At night — for tlieir kennels adjoined — he sapped 
Bush’s character. < 

" Directly we are let loose, to-morrow,” be would 
say. " let’s go up to the Common and hunt." 

“ Vo,” said Bush ; " tliey wouldn't like it. Htf 
would not like it." (I am He.) 

*' Oh, never mind liim,” said Scottie. " After all, { 
what >0003 it mean ? Only a whack or two, and ' 
It s all over." ^ 

7, ■tied up all day.” j 

, . keep on harking and ’ 

wl-imng. and they 11 let you loose in self-defence." 

talking about here, for ott 
iato the houW 

c..a.cl^ py tins devuce. The httlc blackguard 1) , 

Af-er a while Bush consented. 
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1 had proof one nigJit of the ascendancy which 
Scot tic (af^cd ten inoatiis) had obtained over Bush 
(aged five years). I chained them up and went fot 
Borne water. When 2 returned, Scottie was in Bush’s 
large kennel, where he had no right; but it was 
wanner. '* Come out," I said. But instead oi 
coming out, Seoltio whispered thrcaleninglj' to 
Bush : " go " ; .and out cr.awlcd the spaniel 
and abjectly began to squccrc his shoulders into 
S..citiic’3 minute abode." 

T should not be surprised if these conversations 
arc not tninulcly true to life ; but one c.an, of courec, 
never know ; not nl any r.atc until one meets Cerberus 
on the b.anks of the Sty.v — as we all must — .and puts 
a few leading questions to him as to dog nature, wliile 
w.aiting for the ft rr>'. 

’ But Bitsh is not my theme ; Bush was never a 
l/'rd of Infc ; his puhe was alwajo) a little slow, his 
mature a lutle too much inclined to accept rather 
than initi.atc. Kor, I suppose, svill our I-ord of Life 
be quite such a Lord much longer, for with age 
Will come .an incicaso of sobriety, a diminution of 
joy. Tli.at he will not untimely fall by tlic way, 
but will grow up to serious spanicihood, I feel as 
sure as if an angel had forewarned mo_; but were 
be now* to die this should be his epitaph : — " Here 
Ues a Lord of Life, aged six months. He would 
never be broken to the house, but was adorable after 
•in.” 
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ALraED Mykn 

A lfred MYNN came ot a race ot Kentish. 

■ giants, and was a giant himself. He weighed 
in his active prime nineteen stone, and towards the 
endtwenty-fortr, and was over she feet in his stockihgs , 
The portraits of him are like those of a prize manat 
theA^crdtnralHall. Inoricoithemhestands flannel- 
led andbaie-headed ona viUagegrccn,with.achurch“ ^ 
perhaps his own Goudhurst — ^behind him, a belt round 
his equator, a ridiculous little toothpick of a bat on 
his colossal shoulder, and a quiet smile (as of one 
who expected half- volleys later in the day^^ and would 
know what to do with them when they arrived) 
on his vast and kindly yeoman’s face. ' 

IKommally he was a hop merchant; but the great 
game was too much for him, andhe allowed his hops to 
fend for themselves while he lifted their county to the 
highest place in cricket. (What are hops after all ?) 
■L\V:e Allas he earned Kent on his shonlders. 

For twenty years he was the mainstay of the 
Gentlemen against the Flayers ; and a great match 
m the thirties and forties* without A, ^lynn. Esq., 
in the score-sheet was less to be thought of th^ 
without the Prince. 

He bowled faster than any man in England, except, 
perhaps. Brown, of Brighton (who once borvled a 
bail right through a coat which long-stop was hold- 
ing, and killed a dog on the other side}, and he never 
walked a few paces up to the wicket 
and deuvtrcd tnc ball Uke a dash of hghtning, seem- 

• From Coisi Compai^y ; A Rail-/ of Men. 
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ingly wthout effort.” When he went in to bat he hit 
, often, as great simple seals ■ do. He preferred fast 
bowling to slow, which is another sign of a lack of 
guile. In 1836 he made 283 runs in four consecutive 
innings, being twice not out. To-day we think little 
.of this ; but in 1836 it was almost miraculous, and 
I, for one^ wish it was still. 

Alfred Myhn’s most famous single ivicket match 
was with J.' Dearman, of Sheffield, on Pilch’s ground, 
'at Town Mailing, for ;^ioo a side. It was played on 
^ August 20, 1838. Frederick Gale was present, and 
he has left a description in his Echoes from Old Cricket 
~ Fields, " A great portion of Mr. hlyun’s runs,” he 
says, " were got by cover-point hits, ■ though he 
lifted two b^ls apparently into some adjoining 
^ county. He scored in two innings 123 runs ; and, 
if Iimstalrc'not, all Dearman’s runs, eleven m number, 
were cover-point hits. There were only three wides 
in the four innings. Dearman was a little ,man, 
and Alfred Myna looked a giant beside him. I can 
sec him now in close-fitting jersey bound with red 
j-jbbon, a red belt round his waist, and a straw hat, 
with broad red ribbon. Dearman, who had never 
been beaten, and was heavily backed by the York- 
shiremen, had not the smallest chance with his 
^ opponent, and I verily believe that Alfred Mynn, out 
of sheer kindness of heart, gave him a few off balls 
in the second innings, as Dearman was 120 to the 
bad. The little inan made some beautiful off-liita 
before the boundary stump, and was much cheered ; 
but when it got near six o’clock, shouts of ‘ Time’s 
short, Alfred ; finish him off,’_werc heard fiom the 
throats of the lusty Kentish yeomen, and I have a 
vision' in my mind of a middle stump flying up in 
the air, and spinning like a wheel, and perhaps if 
anyone will go and look for it on tlie Town Mailing 
ground, it will be found spinning still.” 

Allred M3mn had countless friends and no enemies. 
How could he have enemies ? He ate gigantic 
Suppers, and once kept Richard Daft aw.ikc all night 
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■with his snores. When he died iiis noble body wm 
escorted to tlie grave, at Thumham, in Kent, by 
Leeds and Hillingboume ^ olunxeer Corps, of ■which, 
he "was a member. 

Let me add a sentence from Denison’s Sheiches oj 
ihe Players to pompletc the eulogy : " Gratitude for 
a kindness displayed tovrards him is a leading feature 
in his character.” 

H 

hln. Aislabie 

‘t AISLABIE'S -wonderful good nature, 

iVl pleasanny^, and untiring zeal caused "Ihe 
eyes of all to be tamed upon him in -the cricket 
field.” So says iMr. A. Kaygarth, -who had a very 
prett5- reverence for this great man — great not only 
m sport s manship and bonhomie, but great also 
physically, for towards 'the end oi his life and his 
cricket career (vrhich terminated almost at the same 
■iirae ; he -was playing until he was sixty-seven and 
he died when sbrtj'-eight, in 1S42), Mr. .Aislabic 
•weighed twenty stone, and had a man not only to 
run for him when batting but to field for him too — - 
just as Da\-id Harris -was provided -with an -arni-chair 
into which to snbside after delivering the ball. But 
cren although Tdr. Aislabie’s part in the game was 
so vicarious and his stay at the wicket so short, to 
have left Mm out of a match in wMch he was willing 
to play woMd have been -wantonly to eclipse the sun. 
For ■where .^islabie was were Mgh spirits and good 
fellowship of the best. 

He -was bom in i/jj. in London and educated at 
Sevenoaks and Eton. He then became a -wine mer- 
chant and West India merchant, and took Lee place 
in Kent, its o.-.-ncr and -nhich together were kno-ivn 
faceticn^ly among his friends as The Elephant and 
Castle.” Cricket was his passion, although he was 
n^-er much good in any department of the game. 
Ke^-c-rtheless, as 1 have'saidr he played all Ms life, 
often in first-class matches, and " Ms wonderfnl good 
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nature, pleasantry, and untiring zeal caused the eyes 
of all to be turned upon him in the cricket field.” 

Though later Lord’s was his official cricket home, 
for he was honorary secretar}' of the M.C.C. for 
taveaty years, Mr. Aislabie's happiest and least 
responsible days in the field were nith the West 
^Ivent cricketers, of whom Jlr, Philip Norman some 
few years ago wrote such a delightful history. That 
comely and substantial volume might indeed be 
called the epic of Aislabic, since Aislabie’s vast 
jocose form dominates it, while its pages arc con- 
tinually bubbling ^v•ilb his convivial rhymes. For 
!Mr. Aislabie was not cricketer alone ; he was tlie 
Clnb’s authorised Bacchus and the Club’s self-con- 
stituted I.aureatc. After every match the, eleven 
first drank Aislabie’s port (a pint to every man),-' and 
then listened to Uicir vintner's irreverent verses on 
the day’s play. Pic missed nothing. Mr. Aislabie 
employed that verj* useful medium for tlie satirist, 
the rhymed alphabet, v/liich ho managed very 
clcverl}', getting a boundarj' into every line. The 
Z — that stumbling-block to most alphabeticians, who 
usually decline weakly on " Zany ” — he managed 
too, like a man and a wine merchant. Thus : — 

Y was Yoiclrs Lockwood, hark to him, Blue Mottle ! 

Z — that Z bothers me ; push round the bottle I 

Like a sensible cricketer and convivial poet Mr. 
Aislabic did not force his Pegasus to take difficult 
hedges ; he allowed liberty of action, and the rhymes 
are often faulty and the metre faulty too. But the 
spirit 1 Here is a stanza from a song on a match 
between the Gentlemen of Kent and the M.C.C. in 

1833 

Charley Harcnc loves good wine, CharleyJoves good brandy, 
Charley loves a pretty girl, as sweet as sugar-candy. _ 
Charley is as sugar sweet, which quicUy melts away, sir, 
Charley therefore stops away on a rainy day, sir, 
Charleylmocks the knuckles of many an awkward clown, sir, 

If Charley stopsaway again, he'll chance toraphisown, sir. 

Here the poet was getting home a little, for it seems 
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that Harenc had been down to play at Lord's tc- 
cently, bat because it rained at Cfaislehurst he was 
some hours late, w'hereas it did not rain, at Lord’s at 
_ Like a true satirist Mr. Aislabie %vas always 
smiUnglj'^ rubbing in the salt. For example, after 
R. "SV. Keate in three successive innings had been 
^wled for nothing by Alfred Mynn, and had been 
defeated at single wicket by J. L. Langdon, he wrote 
tte following quatrain, in which “ b Mynn o ” must 
be pronounced as a daetjd : 

B Jfynn o— b ilynn o— b Mynn o Keate 
Tned with his hat jolly Langdon to beat. 

In for vith Langdon can never compete 

Mynn o — b Mynn o — Mynn o Keate. 

HereisoneofMr. Aislabie'sstanzas, wholiyin praiseL 
upon the father of the late Mr. Jenner-Fust : 

^^slehnrst.o{ whose wholelifc the tenor 
is kindness and benevolence. Who’s that ? Sir Herbert 
j eimer. 

snch a splendid dinner, 
That even li I lose the match, I still shall be the winner. 

Aislabie was adored, and for many years 
custom to give the captain of the ele^en 

written on the back. It may be so to-dav but I 

also\istoricaiv1^^kno4r 

sSwf? Hughes described him in Tom Brown's 

in ™ ^ white hat, leaning on a bat 

a ”_a fine phrase!’ To have 

ceonlf* -4» took, one fancies, as -many 

m^tch almost as to see thi 

S S'ln ^ permanent souvenir 

Sd tonSs^nn stone of the 

Old tenms court there svas laid by his hands. 

parish Church buried in the 

abS^Ph^ Marylebone, but the tombstone 

enurchymrd bears hie 

or house-party? cd’c’kelf ^ 



TOM SEBRIGHT* 

M ,j,^ JjrsliJ, ‘’Tori S'Jsrit'til %vas .‘-Isow- 

_ 1 in?; one ot his honRO'', which h- thought a 
cut of the contnion w.y, he wonM iruHcRte 
hi*: ddi'fht by thnn'tint; hi<? ’hinds tlcr-p into his 
b!ccch»*.' j itkcts r.R'I kicidtir; out his little ligiJitleg. 
H* ■vv’onLl then lir.i-.v hit hand os’cr the hound from 
the head to the item, and rcrinifc. in hi** gentle tone, 
that * it c?‘v!<hs't he more licantiin! if it had been 
»}>;iS{0-<ih.ivrd.‘ *’ 

TSiat Tom was going to muiersUvnd hounds as 
Shi};''',jv-n.rt' nnd'Tstood women vms csndenl from 
the first : but some \ car? had to pass befoic he could 
cffir.e to his o-.vn p.ich and ao{((<> tiosvn to hr its father 
utu! mother, lie began tin<I<*r the prc.at Jaeh .iru>-te'‘j 
at Animsley, and then he wr.ul on to Sir .MarkSyl.'e'; 
and Mr, Digby J-cg"r<i, who were running the Xortli 
Itiding Hounds. It w'.t* whih' he wms tJiero that hi't 
gfXid tairj- intervened : for one day a young gentiC" 
man n.amed George Odial.tt- ton, two years older 
than Tom, came to tlm kennels to arrange for some 
drafts with which to .sfrenethcj) ,TniJ vary the Monson 
pack, which he laid just bought, and Mr. Legard 
remarked, “ You may a.® well lake the Whip as well : 
we've tried him three rCiirons, and he kill.n all our 
horses." Sir. G.sbaldelton, who was all fire himself, 
instantly agreed, and Tom sreat back to Leicester- 
shire in the employ of one who was later to be master 

; rrom Geci Coixpany : A Unily of PAttt. \ ' 

3t 
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both of the Quorn and the Pytchley, and -was one 
day to receive a cup frona the fewer of Bnglish 
bunting men, engraved, with the words, " To the best 
sportsman of any age or countrj-/' 

Tom loved his hounds with a love that must have 
made their Creator smile with satisfaction. Every 
year's puppies were perhaps " just the most beantiful 
I ever liad.” But his favourite in all his career was 
perhaps I^Ir. Osbaldeston's Tarqutn, " most unerring 
and melodious of finders,” says the Drv.id — ^Tarquin, 
the son of Triclstcr and the Belvoir Topper. CSNTiat 
a life!? Tarquin had a surly temper and never 
liked I'lr. Osbaldeston, but he did wonders in the 
chase. It was in a fine run from Wragley Woods 
tow'ards Market Easen that he suddenly came out, 
like a shot, from the paclc and roUsd his fax over 
sir.g^e-laitdtd. (Tliesc are the Druid's brave words.) 
Tarquin did great work for six seasons. ViTicn he 
came to die, Tom buried him in the path, from Ihe 
huntsman's house at Quom to tlic kennels, beneath 
a slab for which he himself composed the elegiac 
verse- It was Tom Sebright’s first and last poem : 

here my favourite Tarquin lies, 

Tpm away, cportiiaea, and wipe your eyes j 
Bot Vue ciily favourite in the pack. 

Bat Tarqmn never in work was slack. 

Another favourite and famous hound bred by Tom 
Sebright vras Furrier (by the Brivoir Saladiii), who 
may have bepm in a disappointing way, but sud-' 
•- dcr.Jy, in a February run, ” came with Heedless 
vr'df*nut of the ruck, and, loading the pack by ten 
y.-irds, neck and neck over Gartliorpe Lings, brought 
tlivi renowned Sox, " Fcrpctnal Motion,’ to book at 
lost 1 ” Furrier became the parent of some wonderful 
Lousdr, one descendant being the famous Dashwood. 
" They don't fiy like pigeons," Mr. Osbaldeston used 
to say : ” they fiy hke angels,’* 

Tom rcm.tir.ed with Mr. Osfcrddcrton— " Th« 
fiqaiiv, ’ as he was called — till 1821, when he left 
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Qnorn to become luintsman of the Fitzwilliam Hunt' 
at MiUon, and he held the post for forty years. But 
though it is with the Fitzwiiliam that his name is 
most closely associated, it was " Ilie Squire " who 
made Tom what ho was and set his feet absolutely 
in the right way. To have been such a man’s ^nght 
liand was training indeed ; lor ” The Squire ” ex- 
celled at all he attempted, and his excellence was of 
the vivid, burning character that inspires and lifts. 
It was he who, in 1S31. performed for a wager of 
a thousand guineas the amazing feat of ndmg two 
hundred miles in eight hours fifty-two minutes. He 
stood in the stirrups all the way. 

Tom's language to the field was remarkably cour- 
teous anti guarded even under deep provocation. He 
rarely said more than " Odd rabbit it altogether 
or “Hags and garters ! " This is a tmmph o 
character in one set, as a whip or huntsman is, 
between two such sources of irritation as a pac ■ 
restless hounds find a pack of impatient gent 
Of Mr. Osbaldcston less mastery of 
recorded. In fact, he fulfilled ruost of mquire- 
meats of the conventional M.F.H., pvc tha k 
had genius. His temper was out of control “s often 
as not, except on the great occasions of his life, and 

then he managed to keep it well. ii,,vv 

I wish I could give a reproduction Tom s Hue , 

short figure, and his benevolent ^rewd. and p ump 

face, clean shaved c-xcept for a little 

each check, liis two or three chuis, and P 

office in his hand. He lived to be 

no man was more respected or Iwed. ‘ , ^ 

little odd ways, and could be testy an , ‘ 

his heart was gold. Never con d a prf tove b^n 

subscribed for with more cordiality imd p 

'the cup containing eight hundred, guineas which 

was handed to him by the Buke of riieasant- 
the Huntingdon Town Hall, in i860 : the p 
est meet," said Tom, that he over attended. 

With all their kindliness these are 
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sad occasions in life, these farewell ceremonies at 
which old hnntsraen and cricketers and other fine, 
opcn-air characters take leave of activity. It is bad 
enough when a townsman has to retire and confess 
that Anno Domini has conquered, but it is worse 
when a Tom Sebright, whose hie has been spent 
in the saddle and among his hounds, in all the eager- 
ness and excitement of the chase — riding out into 
the keen morning air, amid the pungent scent of 
fallen leaves, urging on his pack and glorying in their 
giorj* — takes finally to the arm-chair. It is almost 
unbearable to think that to such a one as this in- 
activity and illness must come. 

Tom died on a sunny afternoon in iS6i. Just 
Ijefcrc the end he began to wander and thought his 
hounds were in the room. " Don't yon see them. ? " 
he said to his daughter. “They’re all round the bed. 
There’s old Blaccap, and Shiner, and Bonny Lass 
wagging her stem." A good way to die, so sur- 
rounded. ' 



THE BEATING OF THE 
HOOFS'" 

H aving occaiion the oLlicr day to post from 
Brecon to Abi^rgavcniiy, 1 svas partcuJarly 
graHilcd to find that the landlady of tlie Castle 
had put at our dis;>o 3 al a carriage v,ath rubber t^es 
and I pair of hor.es ; for I knew that wc were thus 
destined to have the best of music all the 
beating of the hoofs. And it was so. Silent or 
UlWng. thoughtful or observant of 
beneath their grey hoods, 1 was ever consnou 
sound of eight loj-al and urgent 
90 fiercely as one hears it in the 
of the movements of Raff’s ' L6onore , P >* 
but a steady, soothing undcrlone, ^ rubber 

It is not the least of the advantages of the rubber 

tyro, that tbis pleasant melody is 
perhaps the best thing that v g 

Belgians and De.spot of the Congo, ha ■ , 

rubber tyres came in. one had to go to ^ ° ^ 
tramways for it; and I remember T-r^mtistead 

in consequence, were the long ndes vip took^vhen 

Road and the Brecknock Road that I took ^ hen 
first I came to London But the ^0°^ 
macadam were better than this, for ^ 
and sure ; there were none of thw London's 

concerting mishaps that arc s o comm 

• From CkaracUr and Comtiy. 

At 
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greasy stones — those agonised slippings o£ the iron 
shoe wth z catastrophic clamour to vrhi ch not even the 
oldest Eondoner’s ear ever quite becomes accustomed. 

I vYill not name the absence of hoof-beats in so 
many words as a count in the indictment of the 
motor-car. because the indictment of the motor-car 
must be getting to be very teasing reading ; but 1 
wili say that the car has certainly a very regrettable 
immunity from hoof-beats, and has nothing for the 
ear in their place. For the ear nothing : but I 
suppose that the increased speed that &e petrol 
oSers is, for most, sufficient compensation. Rot. 
however, for me, who have an old-fashioned notion 
that for the high road, as opposed to a track or rails, 
the speed that horses may attain is speed enough- 
The glory of motion as celebrated by De Ouincey is 
as much of that glory as most of us sinners are en- 
titled to. I have an uneasy feeling that I have not 
' earned the right to dash along at twenty-five to 
thirty-five miles an hour, — ^that we ought not to go 
faster than the horse, — although I should be puzzled 
to say exactly what it was I had left undone that 
vrordd pnsJiiy me to j5o so. Rnf the feeling is there, 
none the less, and it is none the weaker for being 
vague. 

Yitkat I sometimes wonder is, would Ds Quincey, 
were he able to sit beside Mr. Jarrott, or that tenibie 
Belgian, Jenatzy, have an increased sense of speed, 
or would he stiu pin his faith to horses to convey 
most profoundly the impression of velocitous travel ? 
Because it is not, of course, always the fastest thing 
that^ most suggests fastness. A moderately hasty 
omnibus, for example, rolling down AVhitehall, would 
seem to be moving -with a greater impetus than the 
hansom that overtook it ; and I can conceive it, 
^ssible that a runaway stage coach, going at only 
^^fifteen mlfts an hour, might have a far more impres-. 
onset than a motor-car going at fortv miles aq 
h^^^dsr perfect control. If so/that would justify 
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But the comparisoa would be fair only if the 
observer wore horse-blind. It would be the horse 
that would really convey the impression of speed ; 
not the speed itself. The speed of a motor-car, 
even at forty miles an hour, one would not notice 
very vividly unless one were in its wind, so to speak ; 
but the speed of four horses plunging along, out of 
control, wth a coach of people behind tliem, would 
seem to be terrific, because the e^^e would be trebly 
fed : fed with the actual quickness of the vehicle, 
BO much quicker than usual ; fed wth the alarm of 
the passengers ; but most of all fed noth the fury 
and appalling madness of energy of the animals 
themselves, all so frantic and undisciplined. I have 
not seen many runaway horses, but all that I have 
seen filled me with a tightening alarm that I can 
still recall with tlie utmost mvidness. 

I doubt if a sculptor or painter, challenged to 
represent the most sublimely temfying thing that 
.human beings can meet, could do better than to 
mould or depict a frenzied horse. I believe that 
the horse is not only the noblest animal we know, 
but in its rage the most terrible. It is customary to 
say that the lion is the noblest creature, but the lion, 
for all his grandeur, has a furtive look ; and the 
tiger eyen more so ; while the elephant, for all his 
size, has just that touch of the grotesque which is 
fatal. But the horse is beautiful, and noble too. 
And it IS all to liis advantage as a symbol of terror 
that he is normally the kindly friend of man, in 
perfect subjection, and that his fredzj'- is an aberra- 
tion. The contrast intensifies the emotion. 

I. should, however, be conveying a very false 
impression if these remarks upon the noble animal 
led anyone to suppose that I am either a horse man 
or even comfortable in a horse's presence. Quite 
the reverse. I am one to whom the horse is an 
unknown and perilous quantity. I have fvir horses 
and dogs an affection that most people seem to keep 
for their fellow-men ; but although "with dogs I am 

E 
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at 'home, I am totallv at a loss to tecvr how to de^ 
with the larger creature. A horse’s eye disquiet* 
me : it has aa orpressloa of alarm that may at any 
momeat be translated into action. I like to hnow 
where an animal is looldng, and these bright, startled, 
liquid convexities never tell me. 

I have been on a horse’s back, it is true. I once 
hired a horse and rode it over the South Dorms for 
a fortnight ; hut 1 never feel .that there is true 
rapport between, a horse and myself. I began too 
late. To understand horses and be understood by^ 
horses, one must he brought up with them. But 
for the great centaurs — the giants of the saddle — • 
no one can. have more admirs-tion than I : a little 
perhaps, because they are so foreign, almost so 
astral) a people. I doa’tmean jockeys, who are mere 
riding automata without personaliries ; I mean the 
great hunting men with the noble and resonant names, 
— and of ail of whom “ characteristic anecdotes '* 
(brave words !) are told. — tlie men celebrated by the 
glowingpen of “ ^firarod ” ; Tom Assheton-Smith, and 
Hugo Mej-nell, and Sir Bellingham Graham, and Tom 
Sebright, and dir. Osbaldeston, and JnclcMusters, and 
John Myt±on, and John Wards of Squerries. 

M’hen one reads the lives of the ordinary great 
men — statesmen, poets, divines, painters, and so 
forth — one can to a considerable e.vtent put oneself 
in their place : the life described, although carried 
out to a high power, is sriU more or less one’s own, is 
recognisable. But to read " Nimrod’s ” generous and 
spirited pages — to read of these mighty and wonder- 
fui horsemen, — is (with me) to he transported to a 
kind of fairyland to which I am never likely really 
to penetrate, and where, if I did, I should be an alien 
and ashamed. That is why I think " Nimrod " on« 
of the greatest of writers — ^because he takes me into 
an unattainable world and keeps me enchanted. 

“ Mhen Jack Shirley -was whipper-in to Mr. Smith, 
M was ndmg an old horse called Gadsby (not much 
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the better for having been many j'ears ridden by 
his master) over one of the worst fields in Leicester- 
shire for a blo\vn horse — between Tilton and Somerby 
— abounding with large anthills and deep, holding 
furrows. The old horse was going along at a good 
slapping pace, with liis head quite loose, and down- 
hill at the time, whilst Jack was in the act of putting 
a lash to his whip, having a large open clasp knife 
halwcen his iceth at the time 1 ” 

That is the kind of thing that " Nimrod ” tells, and 
what could be more different from the ordinary 
routine of a literary man 1 

Or take Captain Bridges of the Hambledon Hunt : 

‘ “ Being out one day with the foxhounds, he saw 
two gentlemen parleying with a farmer in a gateway, 
who refused to let them pass through it. The Cap- 
tain rode up to them, and asked what was the matter. 

‘ Wh}',’ said one of the gentlemen, ‘ this farmer says 
he will murder the first man who attempts to go into 
his field.’ ' Does he ? ’ said the Captain ; ' then 
here goes, life for life,’ and immediately charged him. 
The fellow aimed a desperate blow at his head with 
a verj' heavy stick, which, in spite of the velvet cap, 
would bavc felled him to the ground, if he had not 
had the good fortune to have avoided it ; when, 
taking to his heels, the coward fled, with the Captain 
after him, and absolutely crept into a large covered, 
drain to avoid him. ' Who-whoop 1 ’ said the Cap- 
tain,' ' I’ve run him to ground, by G— d I ’ 

" Nimrod " tells us, later, in proof of the Captain’s 
humour, that the last time he saw him out he told 
him he 'had been sewrely attacked by gout in the 
early moniing, but, *' determined to himt," he had 
taken two strong calomel pills and sixty drops of 
colchicum ; on the top of this he had put a glass of 
'hot gin and water on the road to covert, to keep 
things in their place.” There's a captain for you I 
It was of this gallant sportsman, by the way, that 
'* Kiinrod ” uses the admirably descriptive phrase : 
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" the nightingale had oftener heard him than, he had 
the nightingale.” • , 

A tired journalist, worn with town, looldng out 
for a hero, an exemplar — could he do better than 
choose Captain. Bridges ? Yet how impossible ! 

But oi the hamm-scamm hunting man llytton 
is the blazing example. Bven less like the daily 
routine of a jonmalist and literary hack was the 
career of this inspired rake-hell, who thought so 
little of money that he cordd be -ttaced in his morn- 
ing walks by dropped bundles of banknotes ; who 
fought dogs with his teeth, on equal terms, and 
won ; who drank six bottles of port daily, the first 
while shading ; who spent /io,ooo in getting into 
Parliament, and occupied his seat only half an hour ; 
who consented to go to Oxford only on condition 
that he was nav'er asked to open a book ; who jumped 
toll-gates in his gig ; who owned and hnnted two 
pacte, and once came in at the death, after many 
hours’ riding, with three broken ribs ; who set a 
spring trap for his chaplain one Sunday morning, 
and, lia\nng caught him, thought the frolic amply 
sioned for hy & botile of ftfadeirs ; who- tksrsshed 
all who ofiended him, and afterwards gave them a 
guinea ; and who, when some kind of compromise 
was oSered him by his lawyer which -would save an ^ 
estate from, -the hammer and produce him an income 
of / 6 ,ooo a year, remarked, ” I wouldn’t give a damn 
to live on £6,000 a year.” Surelj' if nnhkelihood of 
imitation is a measure of admira-don {as it is), here 
is a hero indeed for a quill -driver who must keep 
oace hours 1 

Ever since 1 can remember I have been fascinated 
' by the life of John hlytton, although there is no real 
pleasure to b; -taken in it. The spectacle of th^ 
riotous spendthrift, the man whose "only enemv 
himseif,^as we say, is melancholv enough, howevet 
we consider it. l\'hy not. -then, leave poor Mj-tton’s 
ghott navexed r Because, I would say, he was great, 
la his way he was among the giants. England ha« 



THE BEATING OF THE HOOFS 69 

“ prcxluced many madcaps, many wastrels of genius ; 
to go the pace recklessly, to sow mid oats, seeming 
to be more easy with our youth than'mth those of 
any nation, the result probably of security and 
we^th and the absence of that enforced military 
service which reminds the "young Continental so 
forcibly that he is but a cog in a great machine, 
together mth a certain tendency in the national 
character (observed once very acutely by Falstafi) 
to overdo our amusements. , 

It is not so long since Mj^ton died : 1834 — the 
same year in which died Charles Lamb. He was 
bom in tlie year that saw Lamb contributing poems 
to Coleridge's first volume, 1796, and it is not un- 
interesting to reflect how different were tlie two 
hves that were simultaneously to pass in London 
and at Halston, Mytton’s home in Shropshire. 
Mjiton’s father died when his son was two, and 
probably tlie boy’s ruin was a result, for his mother 
■was fond to folly, and no one opposed his mil. He 
■went to Westminster and Harrow, being expelled 
from both, and came of age to ;^6o,ooo in ready 
money and an income of ;^io,ooo. For a short time 
he ■was a cornet in the 7th Hussars, but on his majority 
he resigned, and took to country pursuits. It was 
in 1819 tha^t he brought liimsolf to sit in Parliament 
for half an hour ; in 1S20 came the dissolution, and 
he legislated no more. 'He married ■hvice — ^liis first 
wife died, and liis second left him. His hounds, his 
racehorses, his cellars, liis coverts, and his friends all 
did their work, and by 1830 he was a debtor in hiding 
in Calais. In 1S34 he was dead of delirium tremens 
in the King's Bench Prison. He was buried in the 
pri-rate chapel of his old home, and his funeral was 
a-ttended by half Shropshire, for the country-people 
idolised him. His life was written by iiis friend 
" Nimrod,” who also had come upon disaster, al- 
though not so luridly, and ■was also a refugee at 
Cala,is. It is a curious, warm-hearted, tolerant book, 
unique in the language — the kindest biography that 
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a. rate-hell ex-er had. and a xvondcrinl mcTiiorial of 
the three-battle days that arc past. Now and then 
the gallant " Nimrod ” sweats somotliing vcry_ like 
'blood in his efforts to palliate his friend's enormities, 
bnt he almost succeeds. 

■Mytton, looked at from one point of view, was 
just a cnminal detrimental, wickedly selfish, shatne- 
Icssly wasteful. That is true enough. But he rose 
to such heights in this wastefulness, and he gave 
himsali to folly witlr such generous abandon, that 
he compels admiration, His follies, indeed, were 
(as often happens) largely ruaax'.-ay virtues. Bravery 
in the hands of a young fool quickly becomes reck- 
lessness ; generosity turns to erffravagance ; con- 
vixtality degenerates into drunkenness, hlj-tton had 
none of the petty vices, the dirty little mean self- 
protective thoughts that seem to ba consistent with 
tils highest reputations. He was open and without 
arriire petisee. Having well thrashed an opponent, 
he gave him (as I have said) a guinea. With more 
judgment ho would have been a great country gentle- 
man. Instead, he is perhaps the biggest madcap 
fool is BngV:sh history. 

He was certainly the only one whose life wras 
published with aquatints by Aiken and Rawlins. 
Those acquatfnts — ho-w well I remember them ! I 
, saw the book first — where, I forget now — when I was 
quite a child, and some of the pictures burned their 
way into my memory. John Mytlon returning 
' from Doncaster races in a chaise with the windows 
open — I should remember that nightpiece for ever, 

• even if in counting his xvinnings he was not amused 
to see the xvind catch the banknotes and whirl them 
into the void. John Mjdton. riding his bear into th^ 
dravnng-Toom, to the consternation, of his guests. 
V.T10 that first saw tiiat picture in childhood could 
ewr forget it ? Mytton vrzs very amusing with 
•ttiis bear, and once, after making George Underhill 
horse-dealer, exceedingly drunk, he put him tto 
bed witn it and two bulldogs. {He had an 
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inexhaustibly pretty fancy.) John Slytton forcing 
the leader of his tandem to jump a gate, but being 
foiled by the wheeler. John Mylton .shooting diictat 
on the ice under the moon, crawling after them in 
notliing blit his night-shirt, gun in hand. John 
hhlton setting this same night-shirt, or another, on 
fire to cure the hiccoughs. 

And lastly, the spirited picture of the famous 
incident of the guest and tlic gig, by vrhicb, in many 
persons’ minds, Mytton lives. " Was you ever 
much hurt of being upset in a gig ? " aslcs the genial 
John of a friend wliorn he is driving in one of those 
vehiclc.s. *' No, thank God,” say's the unsuspecting 
man, forgetting with wliom he had to deal, " for I 
never was upset in one.” *' Wliat," replied hlydton, 
” never npset in a gig ? ^^’hat a d.amncd slow fellow 
yon must have been all ymur life ! ” and, '* running 
hi.s near wheel up the bank, over they both went,” 
The story contains John Hytton's greatness. The 
superb foolhardiness'of it ; the cvcclJcnt bpnfiomif 
of it ; the svriftness of the catastrophe, impulse and 
action being one ; the rccldcssncss not only of Ins 
oum life, but his friend’s, for the prosperity of the 
joke : — these would be impos.siblc to a small m.au. 

Had Jlytton l>ocn a soldier, with such a disregard 
of danger and rapidity of thought .and deed, his 
momiment might be at this moment in St. Baers 
Cathcflml and his .statue in Trafalgar Square— -and 
he no different in char-acter. But fate designed {hat 
he slionld squander his gifts and do no one the 
f.ainte.Tt serv'icc. Mom, it was adnnked by tus 
biographer tli.a* My’ttou w.as drunk for seven years 
on end, a term extended to liwlve years by anotht r 
witi'.crs. There is here a waste of j->v,er .and a 
peraTismn of fine, geneioas ir.-dmets that I J''ave to 
br. Pang'nis and other apaiosiats for th:* ur.i'.crw 
to explain away. 
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•^HE sale of the late Sir John Day's plcterM 
1 v-'as partioilarly interc-sting to rne, since it 
happens that I have "the satisfaction of sharing that 
good judge's predilections. His gods are for the , ’ 
most part mine. I, tOo, would choose for xny walls 
(if I had any) Corots and Daubignys, hlarises and 
Mnuves, hlillets and Dosbooms, Konsscans and De 
Winis. I, too, prefer tlic -wistful crcpascule to tlie 
vivid noon. Hence I entered Christie's at a quarter 
to one on 13 May, 1909, and took the place that 
a boy messenger was keeping for mo, with feelings 
of peculiar excitement and enthusiasm. 

The seated company at a big sale at Christie's 
is as unchanging as an ordinary' congregation. A 
.few strangers may be there, looking in for the first 
time, but the rest, the regular attendants, the pew- 
owners, so to speak, know each other, and are Imo-wn 
to the auctioneer, so that the bids of those who 
engage in the contest are, as at most sales -where 
dealers congregate, often imperceptible to others, 
although -to him clear as speech. 

"We opened modestly, hot x was a seascape by 
De Bock, and the first bid -was five guineas. It 
little thought, that bid, what a huge total would 
be built upon it. Xho Dc Bock reached 160 guineas, 
and then made room for a Bosboom. Eosbcom 
is a -modem Dutch painter, now dead (you may 

• 'From Old Lamps for New, 
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see his palette in the Museum at the Hague), whose 
ecclesiastical interiors have a grave and sombre 
beauty that I suppose has never been etjualled. 
Among collectors he is becoming more and more 
desired. 

After the Bosbooms we came to the Corots, of 
which there were a round dozen, and a little an- 
ticipatory flutter was perceptible in the room. There 
are better Corots in the world than Sir John Day 
possessed ; but this procession of i twelve of the 
tender, serene canvases from the Ville d'Avray 
studio was very wonderful, and one lost the bidding 
in the quietude of the paint. Among them were 
three early works, when the artist liked a more 
rarefied air than later in life. And these one has 
to know in order to realize fully not only how superb 
Corot was, but how bcwilderingly blind were the 
connoisseurs of that day to let him languish as they 
did. Of course, it is easy to recognize his greatness 
now, when the very name Corot carries magic with 
it; it is difficult to put one’s self back into those 
times when it meant nothing, and to see the pictures 
with eyes unassisted by tradition ; and yet I find it 
hard to believe that if one of these early works had 
come to me suddenly out of a clear sky I should have 
failed to be arrested by it. 

Well, there we sat. packed together like excur- 
sionists, while the giant picture-dealers of Europe 
fought for these pacific landscapes — these sweet 
lark songs among the light clouds of the grey day, 
to quote Corot's own description of his ideal — until 
the dozen had reached a total of nearly 2,000. 

To Corot succeeded his friend Charles Dau'oigny, 
whose vast and luminous " Harvest Moon ” pro- 
duced the instant bid of 1,000 guineas, to which, 
after a long interval of silence, it fell. His " Bords 
de rOise,” a great wet landscape, with Daubigny’s 
stem, sincere beauty drenching it, brought x.Soo 
guineas. Others followed, and then five rich 

' • Diaz, also a citizen of the white village of 'P'' 
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whose home you mtiy see to-day, with a tablet on 
the gate,' almost opposite t’nc rambling house of Jean 
Francois Millet. The first of these Diazes was an 
evening picture with cattle coming down to drm» - 
beneath a stormy sky *, not unlike the superb moor- 
land scene from the same brush which ^Ir. Salting 
left to the National Gallery. It began at fifty 
guineas and reached 850. (By the way, the starting 
of safe pictures at fifty and a hundred guineas would 
be a pleasant task for a reduced gentleman of the 
Captain Jackson tj’pe, who, able no longer to collect, 
wished still to sun himself in the illusion of prosperity 
and connoisseursbip. To make in a loud voice a. 
bid of TOO or 500 guineas, whether one has such » l 
sum in the hank or not, must do something for the 
spirit. It cannot leave one quite where one was.) 

After Diaz, Jules Dnprf-. another great and sincere 
painter of landscapes, a direct disciple of Constable 
(who was a founder of the Baibizon school) and the 
friend of Corot, Itousscau, and their friends. It waS 
Duprd who said beautifully of Corot that he might — it 
_ waspvithin the bounds of possibility — be replaced as a 
painter , but never as a man. There were five Duprts, 
upon the first of which a sanguine friend of mine, 
unconscious of the growing value of this master, had 
placed the sum of £100, for which 1 was to try and 
get it for him. It was too little, I had suggested 1 
but no, Dupre was not much considered, he fondly 
replied. His face fell when I told him how the first 
hid had been 200 guineas and the last 520. 

• It is one of the charms of Christie's tliat you 
never can tell. Pictures fetch every day unexpected 
prices, both high and low. Good pictures slip 
through, taking the room unawares, and bad pictures 
occasionally reach absurd figures, for various reasons 
This Dupre, however, was fine. 1 once bought ai 
Christie’s for two guineas two water-colour drawing: 
attributed to Clarfeon Stanfield, and, behold, 01 
rtripping them to be framed again, one was revealed 
by a minute history on its back, to be a David Coo 
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worth many times, what I gave for it. Let no one 
despair of a bargain, even when all the dealers from 
the Continent and all the dollars from America are 
present. The dealers’ idea, it must be remembered, 
is to sell again, and they buy accordingly. Many 
a good picture does not appeal to the commercial 
eye. At this sale, for instance, five examples of 
the, to me, impressive art of Georges Michel, the 
rich and sombre painter of windmills, a French 
Crome, brought together only a little more than 
100 guineas, while on 'the second or water-colour 
day, there "were many lots that went far too cheaply. 
In a sale where competition is concentrated upon the 
great works the humble collector has often a chance. 

After the Duprtis came the Harpignies’, in which 
Sir John Day was peculiarly nch. Tliis grand 
old man, who is still (igii) hale, at the age of 92, 
has been painting all his life in oil and water-colour, 
and has -never put forth a meretricious or hurried 
thing. He is the 'link between Barbison and the 
present day. Less charming, perhaps, than the 
greatest men of that school, he is more of a realist, 
and trees and foliage have no closer or more inspired 
student. His great lack, I suppose, is tenderness ; 
'everj-thing else he has. It is good to kpow that in 
this fine, sure hand the blood still flows ; that this 
artist, who has loved the world of beauty so long, 
is still able to enjo)' it ; and that he can watch himself 
becoming an Old Master, and the quarry of the col- 
lector, while he is still living. ‘ 

' The old age of artists vns a theme on which Hazlitt 
wrote one of his best essays, and just now, were he 
to be still among us, he would find new subjects 
for study — for not only is there Harpignies at ninety- 
trwo in France, but Sir John Tenmel at ninety-rtvo 
in London ; while it is only a year or so since William 
Callow died at ninety-six, and W. P. Fnth at nine^- 
one. An artist — ^particularly an open air artist, 
like Harpignies and Callow — ^has, one would say, 
every opportunity of attainmg to a great age. Given 
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a. strong constitntioii and -the aosence of sucli baras^ 
ments as, for example, bowed prematurely the hew 
of Haydon, there is little to put a strain upon 
faculties or physitjue. By the conditions of his art ho 
cannot work at night. He is a daylight man l bO 
lives troon light and air ; he is in direct rappoft 
with the sun ; he watches the skies (and how few 
of ns do that 1) ; his eye, searching for beauty and 
knowing beauty when it secs it, is constantly being 
rewarded in tiie best way — and that must make for 
the content thax in its turn must make for longeri^ - 
When the painter's temperament has both placidity 
and simplsci-ty, it must be the happiest of all. 

Harpignies’ prices at Sir John Day’s sale were 
far in advance of anything he had previously made 
at Christie’s. The largest picture produced t,8oo 
guineas, and the eleven 6,270 guineas. A -week 
later, however, the old man’s English record rose 
to 2000 guineas at the Cntbbertson sale. 

So far all the important work had been French, 
but now (the arrangement was alphabetical) came 
in an illustrious Dutchman, another Nestor—- 
Joseph Israels, still happily active at the age of 
57. Sir, Preyer, of Amsterdam, who hitherto had 
been rilent, began now to be busj'. For the most 
important picture, " Bonheur Slatemel,” i,oSo 
guineas were paid, and for five others 2,470 guineas 
— ^among them " The Fisher," which fell to Sir. 
Drucker and added yet another to a collection of 
Israels which has overflowed both into our National 
Gallery and into the City Museum at Amsterdam- 
After the *’ Shepherdess ’’ of Charles Jacoue, 
who painted sheep more brilhantly than any hand 
ever before, had been sold for 1,680 guineas, we 
entered upon a longer Dutch interlude, filled bv 
the three Mariscs. Mauve, and Mesdag ; and oati 
again tnc room fluttered, for -the name of Maris 
gro-ws more powerful every year. There is. indeed, 
perliaps no recent prolific ^ihter so certain of a great 
Bnancial future as the late James Maris. Op every 
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sale his prices rise, both for oil and water-colour. His 
brother Matthew I do not set against Iiim in rivalry, 
because Mattliew stands apart. He is an e.votic, 
the most fastidiously select painter of our day, 
beyond Whistler even. Mattliew Maris is alone : 
a resen'cd half -mystical exile, who has always painted 
as little ratlier than as much as possible, and has never 
taken his brush in hand but to produce a masterpiece 
unique and haunting. To him we come soon. 

^ James Maris was as abundant as JIatthew has 
been restrained ; and this makes the huge figures 
that his work now commands, and will, I believe, 
increasingly command, the more interesting. Sir 
John Day had fifteen of his oils and thirteen of 
his water-colours, all of which he bought during the 
artist's life (only recently ended) through dealers 
at modest enough sums, averaging for the oils some- 
thing about £8o, and for the water-colours £^o. 
At the sale the oils averaged ;^i,ooo and the water- 
colours ;f400. The highest sura paid for a single oil 
was 1,600 guineas for a ^^ew of Dordrecht. That 
was large, but the following week, at the Cuthbertson 
sale, a James Maris brought 4,000 guineas. 

These prices may sound absurb, but they are 
not. An artist now and tlien becomes the fashion 
and excites competition beyond his deserts ; but 
not so James Maris. James Maris was a great painter 
of skies, a great painter of riverside towns, a great 
painter of his native land. He saw things largely 
and painted them largely (now and then a little in 
the 'manner of the most beautiful landscape in the 
, world — ^Vermeer's "View of Delft”), and these 
facts are now knowm. His future,' 1 fancy, is as 
secure as that of Constable and Crome. It gave 
me immense pleasure to see the brave, candid painter 
so popular. 

And then Matthew Maris and the first thrill of 
the sale. James’s rich and tiuoyant canvases, one 
by one on the easel, and the competition of the 
bidders had set pul^s agreeably beating; but we 
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in iS^i nnd tvas then sold %vith di/Hcultj' for loo 
francs, or four EngJish sovereigns, or tv ent3’ American 
dollars, to Goupil, of Pans, who, it is recorded, 
.threw in a httlc fncndlj* lecture on the folly of painting 
" such unsaleable stuff.” Well, here it was now. 
Lot 77, " The Four Mills,” thirty-eight j’cais older, 
and beautiful bcj’ond description, with an appeal 
to the deeper nature of the connoisseur such as I 
c.annot put into words. ” Whj%" J asked an artist, 
as W’c stood before it on the day before the sa-le, 
■' w'hy IS it so good ? ” ” Partly,” he said, ” because 
he never wanted to show how cleverly he could pamt. 
Evcij’thing has its true ^011110. It is so simple and so 
sincere.” But. this of course, is not all. There is also' 
the curious .and c.vquisite alchemy of the painter's 
mind ; and how much of the painter is m this particu- 
lar masterpiece may be gathered from the circum- 
stance that (as I happen to know) it does not represent 
Rny real Dutch town at all, but was an invention of 
his' own. The Four .Mills c.vist only on this canvas 
and in Matthew’ .Mari.s's strange and beautiful brain. 

Lot 77. We have seen what the. dealer gave the 
artist for it — 100 francs. It then passed to Lord 
Powerscourt, and it was from his collection that 
Sir John Day Imught it for ^120. It was now’, 
therefore, being sold for the third time. 

" Lot 77. What shall I say for a start, gentle- 
men ? ” 

” A thousand guineas ? Thank yon. A thousand 
guineas for this picture.” 

” Eleven hundred,” 

” Twelve.” 

" Thirteen.” 

" Foiutcen.” 

” Fifteen.” 

” Sixteen.” 

" Seventeen.” 

" Seventeen fifty.” 

” Eighteen.” 

” Eighteen fifty.” 
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" Kineteen.’* (The red roofs are getting redder, 
tlis l5ro%vn mills iDrowner I Xlie peace of it all 
" Two thousand guineas.” 

" And one hundred.” 

" Two hundred.” 

" Three hundred." 

" Four hundred.” 

" Five hundred.” 

“ Six hundred.” 

" Seven hundred.” 

" Eight hundred.” 

'‘FTine hundred.” (How quiet and beautiful, 
and above all price, all struggle, all commercialism, 
the picture is !) 

“Three thousand guineas.” 

" And one hundred.” 

“Two hundred and fifty.” (Strange reading for, 
old Matthew Maris in his London lodgings to-morrow 
morning 1) 

” Three hundred.” 

A pause. 

“ For three thousand three hundred guineas.” 

A longer pause. 

“For three thousand three hundred guineas.” 
And the hammer falls and the room vibrates 
with the tapping of sticks and clapping of hands ; 
and *■ The Four Mills ” disappears, bound for the 
house of a dealer, who was to sell it, in time, to 
an English connoisseur, whom, upon my soul, I 
em^r. He is the right kind of connoisseur, too ; 
no Peer he, or National Gallery Trustee enamoured 
or American dollars, but a simple gentleman who has 
already given ' pictures to the nation and intends 
(1 am told) to give more — ^perhaps this very Hutch 
masterpiece. 

Lot yS. “ Feeding Chickens.” This also is by 
Matthew Maris, 'and was painted in 1872. “ A 

Girl in bufi dress and blue cap, is feeding chickens 
with some grain which she holds in the fold of her 
white apron ; foliage background.” Such is the 
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Christie description, and it ser\*es to recall the little 
enchanted scene to mind ; but it says nothing of 
the mysterious romantic feeling of it, or the rich- 
ness and delicacy and sweetness of it, or even of the 
fascinating mcdiajval city in the distance. 

For this Sir John Day gave /300, and at the sale 
it began at a thousand guineas and reached tliree,' 
falling also to a Scotch purse — and it is now, I hear,, 
in Canada. Two, hundred and sixty-four thousand 
six hundred saxpences never went bang to better 
purpose. This second picture, by the way, was 
painted from the same model that lends such charm 
to " The Girl at the Well,” feeding pigeons, in the 
M'CuUoch collection. , 

Six William IMariscs^ follow, and then we come 
to another Dutch painter whose work is' every year 
more and more desired of collectors — Anton Mauve, 
the pastoral poet of Holland, who did for its cows 
and sheep and blue-coated peasants what Israels 
has done for its fisher-folk and James Maris for its 
skies. The jilace that Mauve’s sincere and modest 
art has won in the eyes of the best connoisseurs is a 
refreshing proof that honesty in painting is ultimately 
the best policy, although the honest artist may have 
every opportunity of starving before the tide turns 
his way. 

Sir John Day had eight Mauves in oil and seven 
in water-colour. The'first oil, “ Troupeau de Moutons 
sous Bois,” he bought in 18S8, immediately after 
the artist’s death. It was a picture of which Mauve 
was very fond ; Sir John Day gave ;fiSo for it. At 
the sale it began at 500 guineas, and after fierce 
competition it was secured b)’’ Mr, Reinhart, of 
Chicago, for 2.700 guineas. Pictures with sheep in 
them, it has been said, always find buyers ; but when 
the sheep are painted as these are, not with the 
brio of Jacque, but so quietty and loiingly ... I , 


* William Mans also :s coming to his own. On June 30, 
1911, one of his pastoral scenes brought Christie’s. 
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Mauve, like all the greatest painters, twk 
he found around him and made it heantifuL He 
was one of the artists of whom the Creator ranst M 
most proud, in whom He must take most delight, 
for his whole' life was given np to the demonstra- 
tion of how beautiful ever3?thing is — and never * 
with the faintest whisnef of the words. “ and how 
stulful am I ! ” Hever. Anton Mauve_ stands 
with the greatest in his sincerity, his genius, and 
his self-efiacement. American collectors have always 
appreciated him, while his village of Laren, in Holland 
has long been a scttiement of American painters. 

Our first thrill was with the Matthew Maris ; 
the next was with J. F. Millet’s " Goose Jlaiden.” 

— one of the most lovely pieces of colour that can 
ever have leaned against Christie's history post. , 
The merest trifle in size — laj-.by pL inches— an 
old master — a jewel of paint — ^from the moment it 
was bom. Millet was no less a great colourist than 
a great draughtsman and a great lo’/er of the earth, 
and here, in this tiny canvas, all his virtues meet. 
Sir John Day paid heavily for it in his time, but its 
new owner paid more heaaily still. The bidding began 
at 500 guineas and mounted b^- hundreds to 5,000. 

After the Millet the tnost beautiful picture was 
a little landscape bj' Rousseau, the painter who . 
left his studio at Barbizon to the villagers as » 
chapel. " River Scene ; with a man fishing from 
a punt " was the description ; but that omitted 
the "render of the work — the evening light and 
stillness. It literalR hushed the room. This pic-- 
turn is now in the bTational Gallery, for all to see. 
A week later (observe v.hat it is to have the Christie 
habit) 1 saw another Rousseau with a richer but 
not more beautiful afternoon light in it, and some 
trees painted as only Rousseau could paint them, 
which brought 4,600 guineas. (If forests can think, 
if villages have thoughts, what must he the reflcctioa 
of Fontainebleau and Barbizon ivhea they receive 
the news of these Christie contests !) 
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And so ..the day finished, some £75,000 having 
changed hands in three hours — a large sum for 
1 little paint. A little paint, do I say ? That is 
h-ue ; but a new world, too — a world of wistful 
Deauty. And that, of course, cannot be appraised; 
t is dear at a five-pound note, if you do not want 
t — ^if your taste is unlike Sir John Day's ; it is cheap 
it all you have, if yon desire it sufficiently* 


« GINNETT’S ■ 

T T.'O'^DER vrliat coimotatioii ine -n-ord ” Gin- 
1 Ectt’s” — --wliich -was in my early yea^ fh« 
most magical -woid in the vocabulary — has for most 
of the readers of this hook. Probably none at ^ | 
To me, ho-wever, it stood and stands for everything ; 
which to London children of a century ago -was^ 
coaves'ed by the intoxicating name of Astley, and’ 
to provincial and sdilage children in the favoured'^ 
districts to-day is conveyed by the name of Sanger.'^ 
For Ginnett’s Circus <the " g " is soft) near 
Crescent, Brighton, -was the only place of entertain- i 
ment permitted to us by parental la^r, and to -visitl 
it was to come nearer the highest felicity than 
have ever been since. That was thirty and mortS' 
■years ago. Brighton has no tarens to-day, VaV w 
" Hifpodrome " -with two muEic-hall performanc** 
nightly. Such arc the stones rhat this generatio* 
is glad to srraliow in exchange for the old nutritioiW 
bread I 

The Ginnetts (I assure you it is almost impossihto 
to •write, for 1 can smell -the -wrirm -tan and sawdnad 
at tins moraent) were an interesting race. Thl 
fennder was one of hfapoleon’s soldiers, -wlio carried, 
not a marshal’s baton, hat atcnt-pole, inhis ImapsaclR 
a-nd directly the wars were o-.-er joined the*gre»^ 
Andrevf Da-rrorr nt Lyons, Andre-w ■was the son ® 
Peter Ducrow, the *' Flemish Hercales," one of •who* 
feats -was to ise on his back and supuort a platf<M*i 
on which negUgentiy huddled eighteen greaadiei* 
Another was to hold in his teeth a table covered "witi 

* Prera OsK Day and An^Ur, 
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his children, most illustrioas and capable 'of whom 
was certainly Andrew, who from the age of three 
was tained rigorously to tumble, \'ault, dance on 
the tight-ropc, ride bareback, and in fact become a 
circus utility man in the highest sense of the phrase. 
Tire boy developed a commercial instinct as well as 
terrific muscles, and succeeded where liis father failed, 
becoming the most" famous circus proprietor in 
England at a time when circuses were popular, and 
leaving a fortune of /6o,ooo. Him, as I have said, 
Ginnett p&rd, home from the wars, joined at Lj'ons, 
later accompanying him to England, and making and 
saving money so industriously that he was able to 
start a travelling show of his own — the first " Gin- 
nott's Circus." 

. The soldier had three sons, John, Fred, and George, 
who recently died, and whose death has suggested 
these reminiscences ; and each of them became 
circus proprietors too, and carried the fear of wild 
animals over the country. John's menagerie came 
to grief in ilforecambe Hay; but Feed and Gcoige, 
save for a fire now and then, did well, George having 
his headquarters at Bristol and Fred at Brighton. 
Of Fred’s beginnings I can tell notliing, although, 
as will be seen later, I ought to bC the first autlionty 
on them, but the foundation of George's success 
was a timely gift of £100 from an admiring spectator 
of his tumbling. This sum he managed w'lth such 
skill that it made him a capitalist, and his circuses 
came to be knowm all over England, France, and 
lndia._ The last time I saw one of them was in a 
field at Chichester, in, I think, 1903. 

But it was brother Fred's circus {I can hear the 
thud of the lioofs against the wooden ring) that I 
laicwas I shall never Imow another, and it was Fred's 
dashing sons, Claude and Fred and Alliert, who 
were the heroes of my j-oungest daj's. The old 
man had given up appearing in the ring, except in 
the kindly character, at Cliristmas time, of dislpbator 
of the prizes on those special nights on ivhich the 
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programmes svcre transformed into lottery ticlrcts, 
and one was in danger of suddenly Irecoming tho 
owner of a live sucking pig, or a leg of mutton, or a 
goose, or a bottle of wine. The programmes, I 
remember, were scented, and I still believe tlicirs 
to be the most exquisite perfume tbat is distilled ; 
but I have never met it.sincc. 

And his sons ! There was nothing they could 
not do ; and I liavc even detected their sacred 
lineaments under the chalk and paint of the acrobatic 
clowns. Claude’s great feat, boviever, was the 
impersonation of Dick Turpin in his ride to York 
on the blackest of Black Besses, vdtli circumstances 
of humour and effrontery at the gate-houses on the 
road, and an end too sad to tlvink of even now. Ercd, 
who in those days had a handsome, imperious, spoiled 
lace, was the dasliing exponent of the jockey act, in 
which he at once flung away saddle and bridle vitb a 
fine contempt, rode perilously on the horse’s very 
tail, and ended, amid a fusillade of whip-cracks and 
shouts from the whole company, massed at the 
entrances for the purpose, in leaping to the animal’s 
highly Tcsincd back and rushing round the ring 
unpcrturbabl}', with arms folded, at an angle of 
degrees. Great days 1 Great nights 1 
Albert is less vivid in my memory — he was, if I 
rcmeinber aright, less of a centaur than the others ; 
a ^ical humorist of the ring, with songs and 
mcita^ns and caustic jests on life : but Madame 
mnett, the stepmother of tliis dazzling trium^■iratc, 
her I can see at this moment with the utmost dis- 
tanctness in an immaculate riding-habit, she put a 
pawing stelhon through the paces of .the 
iiaute Ecole, gracefully inclining her tall hat to 

particular 

almost too well regulated. What 

^ I sat there. 

W^t a father 1 How' different from my own. 

eighteen-seventies. 
Fifteen years later, when old Fred Ginnett. having 
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given np liis Park Crescent circus, %vas building 
another, more in the centre of Brighton — a forlorn 
hope, as it turned out,' for the county tov.-ns of 
England by that time had become utterly sophisti- 
cated, and the canker of variety entertainments and 
melodramatic sensations had eaten into their vitals 
and ruined their appetite for the simpler and nobler 
fare of the ring — ^fifteen 3'ears later I met mj' ancient 
hero face to face and had a long talk -vvirh him on 
more* or less level terms, Wc met b}' appointment, 
for the suggestion had been made to him that his 
,carccr was worth putting into narrative form and I 
was 'the Boswell to do it. He wx’.s a thick-.set little 
forcign-looldng man, with a weather-beaten red face 
and very prominent eyes. He woic a tall hat on 
the back of his head, and a long overcoat almost to 
his feet, nitii an astrachan collar, and he held a 
cigar in fat ringed fingers. He buttonholed me in 
tlic middle of bis arena for an hour or so, and told 
mo storj* after storj' of his life, as specimen bricks, so 
to speak, of the biographical edifice which he had 
contemplated. But they did not go well into another 
man’s prose ; at least, thej’’ would not go into mine. 
Sly ancient hero told them with spirit and an im- 
mense chuckling appreciation, but it was not transi- 
tive : the laughter was in tlic first teller. And so the 
project dropped ; but had the whole family come 
under toll, 1 have no doubt I could have made from 
them a real book, and perhaps li'ave fi.xcd the circus 
temperament. , 

Fred Ginnett died soon after, and now George 
has gone. And thej' died none too soon, fnr their 
old and romantic profession had come upon evil 
da3"s, and horses, b3’^ wlu’cb thev* lived, arc under a 
dond. Peace to their ashes i Wictlier or not 
Clauds and Albert h.avc circuse,s of their own to 
maintain the magic name, T do not know ; but from 
time to time I sec the name o: the 3'ounger Fred on 
music-hall posters. So does ilv' glors’ dei''.art, and so 
dangerous and disillusioning i.a it to grow up f 
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I THIXK one may see 'barges and canal boats in 
greater variety at Rotterdam than anywhere 
else. One enriotts thing to be noticed as they lie 
at Te=t in the canaLs is the absence of men. A woman 
5S always there ; her husband only rarely. The only 
captain is the fussy, shrewish little dog which, 
suspicious of the whole world, patrols the boat from 
stem to stem, and warns yon that it is against the 
law e% en to loot at his jnroperty. I hope his bite is 
not equal to his bart. 

Rvexy’ targe has its name. What the popular style 
was Ee% cn years ago, when I was here last, I cannot 
remember ; but to-day it is " Wilhehnina.'' Eng- 
Lsh suburban villas have not a greater variety' of 
fantastic names than the canal craft of Koliand: 
nor, with ail oar monopoly of the word " home," 
does the_ English suburban s’illa suggest more com- 
pa(^ cosiness tnap. one catches gleams of through 
i.hcir cabin windows or down their conmanions. 
Spring cleaning goes on here, as in the Dutch houses 
ycc.r round, and tiie domiciliarv psri; of 
veosen is spotless. Every bulwark has a washing 
Ihst. can be fcxed or detached in. a moment, 
r something,” say s the Eng- 

lishman ; liere’s an ood moment, let ns wash 
scmclnir.g,” says the Dutch vrouw. 

In some of the Rotterdam canals the barges are ao 
^eked that they' he touching each other, with their 

• Froiavf :Var,dMr in HoUaitd. 

St 
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bargees flying all in the same direction, as the vanes 
ot St, Sepulchre’s in Ilolborn cannot do. How they 
ever get disentangled again and proceed on their 
free ■Wit}' to their distant homes is a luystcrj'. Cut 
in tlic shipping vrorld incredible things can happen 
at night. 

One does not, perhaps, in Rotterdam realise all at 
once that every drop of water in these citj'-bound 
canal' is related to every other drop of v.'atcr in the 
other canals of Holland, however distant. Prom any 
one canal you c.an reach in time every other. 1 lie canal 
i.s really much more the high road of the country than 
the road itself. The barge is the Piclcford van of 
Holland. Here we see some of the secret of the 
Dutch deliberateness. A country which must wait 
for its goods until a barge brings tlicm has every 
oisporlunity of acquiring philosophic phlegm. 

After a while one gets accustomed to tlic ever* 
present canal and the odd spectacle , 

in the streets and sails in the fields. All the Dutch 
towns arc amphibious, but some arc more w'atery 


than others. , , 

Tlie Dutch do not nsc their wealth of water as we 
■should. They do not swim in it, they do not race on 
it. they do not row for pleasure at all. Water is 
their servant, never a light-hearted companion. 

I can think of no more reposeful holiday than to 
step on board one of these barges wedged together 
in a Rotterdam canal, and never lifting a Anger 
alter the natural course of events— to accelcr.^c or 
divert-bc carried by it tb, say. Harlmgen, in Fries- 
land : between the meadows ; under the noses ot 
the great black and .white cov's ; past herons fish ng 
in the rushes; through little ^nllap with dazzling 
milk-cans being scoured on the banks, and the good- 
wives washing, and saturnine smokers m Jlack velvet 
slippers passing the lime of day ; through ^ig to^s 
by rows of sombre houses seen through Aeh^te 
screen of leaves; under low badges crowded 
children ; through iiarrowlocks ; ever moving, moving 
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' Certain things in Holland are dear beyond all 
understanding. At The Hague, for example, wo 
drank Eau d’Evian, a very popular bottled water for 
which in any French restaurant one expects to pay 
a few pence ; and when the bill arrived this simple 
fluid cut such a dashing figure in it that at first I could 
not recognise it at all. When I put the matter to 
the landlord, he explained that the duty made it 
impossible for him to charge less than f. 1.50 (or 
half a crown) a bottle ; but 1 am told that his excuse 
was too fanciful. None the less, half a crown was 
the charge, and apparently no one objects to pay it. 
The Dutch, on pleasure or eating bent, are prepared 
to pay anything. One would expect to get a reason- 
able claret for such a figure ; but not in Holland. 
AVine is good there, but it is not cheap. Only in one 
hotel — and that in the unspoiled north, at Groningen 
— did I see wine placed automatically upon the table, 
as in France. 

Rotterdam must have changed for the worse under 
modern conditions ; for it is no longer as it was in 
Lady JIary Wortley Montagu’s day. From Rotter- 
dam in 1716 she sent the Countess of Mar a pretty 
account of the city ; " All the streets are paved with 
broad stones, and before the meanest artificers doors 
seats of various coloured marbles, and so neatly 
kept that, I will assure you, I walked all over the 
town yesterday, incognita, in my slippers, withoi^ 
receiving one spot of dirt ; and you may see the Dutch 
maids wasliing the pavement of the street with 
application than ours do our bed-chambers. The 
town seems so full of people, with such busy faces, 
all in motion, that I can hardly fancy that it is not 
some celebrated fair ; butlseeitiseveiydaythesame. 

" The shops and warehouses arc of a surprising 
neatness and magnificence, filled witli an incredible 
quantity of fine merchandise, and so much cheaper 
than what we sec in England, I have much ado to 
persuade myself I am still so near it. Here is neither 
dirt nor beggary to be seen. One is not shocked 
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■vrith those loathsome cripples, so common in Ecnaon, 
nor teased -with the importvmities of idle icllcr.es and 
wenches, that chocse to be nasb/ and lazy. The 
common servants and the little shopwomen here arc 
more nicely clean than most of cur ladies ; and the 
great variety of neat dresses (e\ciy woman dressing 
her head after her own fashion) is an additional 
pleasure in seeing the town.” 

The claims of business have now thrust aside many 
of the little refinements desenbed by Lady Mary, 
her description of v;hicb has but to be transferred to 
some of the smaller Dutch towns to be, however, in 
the main still accurate. But what she says of the 
Dutch servants is true everywhere to this minute. 
Therearenonemcrcfrcshandcapable; none? ho carry ’ 
their lot with more quiet dignity. Kot the least part 

of the very warm hospitality vrhich is offered in Dutch 
houses is played by the friendliness of the Een,'ants. 

Everyone in Holland seems to have enough ; no 
one too much. Great wealth there may be among 
the merchants, but it is not ostentatious, Holland 
still seems to have no poor in the extreme sense of the 
word, no rags. Doubtless the labourers that one sees 
are working at a low rate, but they arc probably 
living comfortably at a lower, and are not to be pitied 
except by those who still cherish the illusion that 
riches mean happiness. The dirt and poverty that 
exist in every English town and village axe very 
uncommon. Nor docs one see maimed, infirm or very 
old people, except now and then — so rarely as at once 
to be reminded of their raritj'. 

One is strucli, even in Rotterdam, which is a 
peculiarly ^enuous town, bv* the ruddy health of 
the people in the streets. In England, as one wallcs 
about, one sees too often the shadow of Death on this 
face and that ; but in Holland it is difficult to believe 
m his power, the people have so prosperous, so 
' permanent, an air. , 

_ That theTDuteh die there is no doubt, for a funeral 
*ii almost daily object, a.nd. iiie aaissprekcr is con- 



MUSING 5 FROM ROTTERDAM 53 

tinw ally hurrying by ; bat where are the dead ? The 
ceraoteries are minute, and the churciics have no 
churchyards. Of Death, however, when he comes 
the nation is very proud. The mourning customs 
arc severe and enduring, Ko expense is .spared in 
spreading the intere,sring tidings. It is for tiiis pur- 
pose that the aanspreker flourishes in his importance 
and pomp. Draped heavily in black, from house to 
house he moves, wherever tlic slightest tics of personal 
or business acqunintanccslnp exist, and announces 
his news, A lady of Hilversum tells me that she 
was once formally the recipient of the message, 
“ Please, ma’am, the baker’s compliments, and he’s 
dead," the time and place of the interment following. 
I said draped in black, but the .aanspreker is not so 
inojiotonous an official as tliat. lie has his subtleties, 
his nuances. If the deceased is a child, he adds a 
while roseltc ; if a bachelor or a maid, he inriroatfs 
tlic fact by degrees of trimming. 

The aanspreker was once occnsSoually as-sisted by 
tlic huilebalk, but I am afraid his day is over. The 
hnilebalk accompanied the aansprekera from house 
to house and wept on the completion o£ their sad mes- 
sage. Hcworeawide-.awakchatwith a vety- large brim 
an I a long-tailed coat. If properly p.aid. says niy in- 
formant, real te-arscourseddownhischcck-s; inanycase 
his presence was a luxurj' possible only to the rich. 

The aanspreker is cnxlle-d in also at the other end of 
life. Assumuip a more jocund air. he trips from 
house to h<nre announcing little str.’ngcrs. 

Rotterdam's flrrt cl.aim to coa'idcralion, apart from 
its commcrd.i! importance, tltat it gave hmih to 
tJrasraiis, a bronao statue of wham smnds sn the 
Groote Afarket, looking down on the stalh of frait. 
Erasnm* ol RotterJ-tm— it sounds like a contrathetiem. 
in titms eSherarut GhcrarJtsof Rotterdam is a r.ot 
lishonouMblec KOphony-— oadthat w .ts thr refo'iiwr'* 
rrue name ; hut ttw tasluoa of the time led 
to adopt a Hdi«nise-i. or Lttsr.r-fd, r,y'.i Rrusma* 
f5ij» aew nam<*, mra.ns l>]oved smt long 
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desired. GTOtiiiS. Barlaeus, Vossius, Arminius, all 
sacrificGd local colour to sixrooth. syllables. "We sbould 
be very grateful that the fashion did not spread also 
to the painters. What a loss it -would be had -the 
magnificent rugged name of Rembrandt van Rliyn 
been exchanged for a smooth emasculated Latinism. 

Rotterdam had another illustrious son whose work 
as little suggests his birthplace — ^the exquisite painter 
Peter dc Hooch. According to the authorities he 
modelled his style upon Rembrandt and Pabritius, 
but the influence of Rembrandt is concealed from 
the superficial observer. De Hooch, whose pictures 
are very scarce, worhed chiefly at DeHi and Haarlem, 
and it was at Haarlem that he died in i6Si. If one 
were put to it to find a ne-w standard of aristocracy 
suponor to accidents of blood or rank one might do 
worse than demand as the ultimate test the possession 
of either a Vermeer of Delft or a Peter dc Hooch. 

Peter deHooch’s “ Store Cupboard is the Christm as 
supplement carried out to its Iiighest power — and by 
its* inventor. The thousands of domestic scenes 
which have proceeded from this one canvas make 
the -memory reel ; and yet nothing has sta,led the 
prototype. It remains a sweet and genuine and 
radiant thing. Dc Hooch had two fetishes — ^a rich 
crimson dress or ja.ckct and an open door. His com- 
patriot Vermeer, whom he sometimes resembles, 
was similarly addicted to a note of blue. 

No one has managed direct sunlight so well as De 
Hooch. The light in his rooms is the light of day. 
One can almost understand hoiv Rembrandt and 
Gerard Don got their concentrated efiects of illumina- 
tion ; but how this omnipresent 'radiance streamed 
from Dc Hooch’s palette is one of the mysteries. It 
is_as thourh he did not paint I'ght but found light on 
his canvas and painted cvcrytlung else in its midst. 

Rotterdam has a roolopical garden which, although 
mffrsor to oum. is far better than that at Amsterdam, 
wlnie it converts The Hague's Zoo into a travesty-. 
I_att spTing the lions were in splendid condition. 
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They are well housed, but fewer distractions are 
provided for them tlian in Regent’s Park. I found 
myself fascinated by tlie herons, who were continually 
soaring out over the neighbouring houses and return- 
ing like darkening clouds. In England, although tlie 
heron is a native, we rarely seem to see him ; while to 
study him is extremely difficult. In Holland he is 
ubiquitous ; both rrild and tame. 

More interesting still was the stork, whose nest is 
set high on a pinnacle of the buffalo house. He was 
building in the leisurely style of the British worldng 
man. tie would negligently descend from the heavens 
with a stick. This he would lay on the fabric and then 
caiefully perfonn his toile^ looking round and down 
all the time to see that everyone else was busy. When- 
er-erhis eye lighted upon a toddling cliild ora peram- 
bulator it visibly brightened. " My true work ! " he 
seemed to say ; " this nest building is a mere by-path 
of industry." After prinking and overlooking, and 
congratulating himself thus, for a few minutes, he 
would stroll off, over the housetops, for another stick. 
He v/as the unquestionable King of the Garden. 

■VWjy zrc there no hcroniics is the English public 
parks ? And w-hy is there no stork ? The Dutch 
have a proverb, " Where the stork abides no mother 
dies in childbed." Still more, why are tliere no 
storks in France ? The author of FSconditi should 
have imported them. 

No Zoo, however well managed, can keep an 
durartg-outang long, and therefore one should always 
study tliai uncomfortably human creature whenever 
the opportunity occurs, I had great fortune at Rotter, 
dam, for I chanced to be in the ourang-outang’s house 
when his keeper came in. Entering the enclosure, he 
romped with him in a score of diverting ways. They 
embraced each other, fed each other, teased each other, ' 
The humanness of the creature was frightful. Perhaps 
our likeness to ourang-outangs (except for our ridic- 
ulously short anns, inadequate lower jaws and laek 
of hair) made him similarly uneasy. 



MISS ANN INGLESIDE SEEKS 
AN OCCUPATION* 

A KX not long in lo-imin;; tbit litr father bad 

lived nlcbe for long tli.it '.hwr wno lit'-fally 
nothing that she conhi do fot hsn; estepl he thteff 
and listen well. She tbmfoje ttsmed Iter thoufiUla 
towards doing something ter b.cri.'-lf, and wa*i fiat 
sorry whso Mr. Irgirsiuc asked her cne Tn''rr.iag at 
breaklast H she intended to work for hrr living 
" Xotthatl tsant any oj the money/* he .said i“ but 
es'cryone should do something, and if porelble ears 
something. It makes yon independent." ' 

" I should love to do something,'* rj-aid Ann. 
‘'■Well,” said Mr. Inglcside, "what caa you do? 
Can you sing i ” 

Ann Said she- couldn't sing. 

” Can you play the piano well tnongh to be * 
professional : " 

Ann laughed. 

" Can you act ? " 

Ann couldn't act for. I believe she said, ante. 

” Can you dance in bare feet ? " 

Ann laughed again. 

" Can you paint 1 " 

Ann couldn't paint — also for nuts. 

" Do you want to write ? " 

Ann didn’t want to write. 

^ • rrom Mr, Ingltside : an LnifrSaiKmrK'. 

* 
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"Well,” said Mr. Ingleside, "you are abnormal. 
A freak. You must make your income by exhibiting 
3mnrself. ' The girl who doesn’t want to write.' 

’ But/'headded," that's the end. We have exhausted 
the arts. Now we come to the lower walks of life 
open to \%'omen. Can j^ou trim hats ? " 

Ann did not want to* trim hats. 

' " Can j'ou devise creations ? ” ' 

Ann didn't want to do that. 

" Can you teach ? ” 

Ann shuddered. 

" Can you read aloud to old ladies ? '* 

Ann thought not. 

" A''ou are very limited,” said her father. " I seem 
to have wasted a great deal of monej’' at Millais 
House. You can't even drive, can 3’ou ? They have 
lady cockers in Paris, It is very clear that whatever 
J'OU decide to do must be preceded bj' more lessons. 
Well, I shall leave it to you to look about and tell 
me what you intend to try.” 

” Father,” said Ann a few mornings later, " I'm 
on the track of a job.” 

" Nonsense,” said Mr. Ingleside, 

" Yes. listen. It’s an advertisement which I 
answered.” 

” Answered ? ” 

" Yes. You said every girl should earn her own 
living. Listen : 

' To Lovrns of Dogs. — A refined and enter- 
taining home is offered to a lady who will help 
in looking after pedigree dogs. XX, Office of 
thisjpaper.’ " 


"Well,” said "Mr. Ingleside. "but what about 
earning your own living,? I observe no reference to 
salarj'.” ‘ , j j 

" But I should be relieving you of my board and 
lodging," said Ann. - . -j 

" Have I asked to be relieved ? ” Mr. Ingleside 


G 
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replied with an asthmatic wheeze and a futile effort 
to get any movement into his curling tail. We go 
in,*’ Mrs. Bonham*! lervcy continued, " for toy poms, 
schippcrkes, Japanese spaniels, and Yorkshire terriers. 
Major Bonliam-IIervey, ray husband, s.ays they’re 
insects and not dogs at all, but that’s only his wit. 
Thej’’rc darlings really, and iny sister and I adore 
them.” 

Tliey stopped at a white gate in the midst of a 
shnibborj'. Ann opened it and followed the cart up 
a dark and damp drive, with needs luxuriating all 
over it, to a sinall once white house from which the 
cement was peeling. In a deck-chair on the top step 
sat an elderly man with a furiously red face and 
a bristling grey moustache, reading a paper. 

" Renton,” kiid the lady, “ this is Miss Ingicside.” 

The Major growled something which might have 
been " good morning,” and watched his wife lead the 
mouse-trap behind tlic house in the direction of a 
raging medley of barking and yapping. 

“ 1 hope you’ll like this pl.icc,” said tlic Major. " I 
don’t. Do you hear them ? More like insects than 
dogs, I call them. My idea of .a dog is a bloodhound 
or a Great Dane. Insects t " 

" May 1 go and see them ? ” Ann asked. 

'* There's no one to stop you," said the Major : 

“ but I wouldn’t hasten tlnat ordeal if I were you. 
The sivinc 1 ” 

“ But why do you keep tlicm if you so dislike 
them ? ” Ann asked, with tlie tactlessness of her 
years and nature. 

The Major grew purple. " Because this is a 
damned ungrateful country," he said. " A parcel 
of mean hounds. Because its miserable half-pay 
has got to be eked out somehow. That's why. 
Do you suppose I’d live here at all if I could lielp 
it ? In this wilderness ? Not me. But toy poms 
and all the rest of it are profitable, and my wife is 
very clever writli them. Do you play Bridge ? " 

The last question came so abruptly and with so 
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little relation to what had preceded it that Ann was 
incapable at once of answering. 

" Do you play Bridge ? ” the Major repeated, tins - 
time far more in the tone a choleric man uses to his 
wife than to a total stranger. - , 

" No,” said Ann, " I don’t. I can play picquet, 
thoegh, and berique.” 

" Picquet and heaique ! No good to me,” said the 
Major. *' And I told them to put Bridge in the 
adv'crtisement, too. Bools ! I never can get any- 
thing done as I want it. Do you learn card games 
easily 7 ” he asked. 

" Ves, I think so,” said Ann. 

He brightened a little. _ . 

” There's nothing to do here at night,” he explained." 

In the parlour, where they had lunch, Ann noticed 
that tlic carpet had patches of white thread in many , 
places, and everything snggested a want of money - 
and the waht of hope that often goes %vith it. Every 
time the door opened fresh dogs scampered in. Over 
her tinned tongue Ann learned what her duties would 
be. iliss Anstruthcr, Mrs. Bonham-Hcrvey’s sister, ' 
it seemed, had helped with the dogs for some years 
(■' Dogs, did 3 'ou call them ? ” interpolated the , 
Major, I alirays call them insects, JGss Ingleside. 
My idea of a dog is a bloodhound or a Great Dane ”). 
hlrs. Bonham-Hcrvcy’s sister was no longer strong_- 
cnough for the fatigue ol travelling to the shows as - 
she used to do, and it was therefore necessary for a 
substitute to be found. The old way was for Mrs. 
Eonham-Kcr\’ey to stay at home and' take charge of , 
the kennels, while her sister travelled about with the , 
exhibits and sat by their cages. But her sister was 
now compelled to give it up. 

Mrs. 'Bonham-Hcrvty’s sister, who had h?.ir as solid 
and yellow as Jlrs. Eonham-Hervey's, but was ob- 
vioue'y older and less robust, corroborated. It was 
the most deUghtful life, she said. They were such 
darlings ; it broke her heart to have to stop- . But 
here she fluttered and twittered a Httie and, re- 
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plenished her tumbler from the decanter and the 
syphon — her heart was so weak. She had such 
constant sinkings. She set down her^ glass, and, 
lifting the swollen pug to Tier lap, exchanged an 
affectionate embrace with it. She then Idssed three 
other dogs in turn, full on their mouths, as if to 
emphasize the perfection of the relationship between 
them and the household. Meanwhile, not to be oyh 
done. Mrs. Bonham-Her\'ey presented Siegfried wnth 
scraps from tlie darker and stringier part of the 

“5you might have g^ven Miss Inglcside something 
better than tliis,” said the Major. “ Miss Ingleside, 

I apologize for such a shabby meal. I m sure, he 
resumed lo his wife, "that 1 saw the butchers cart 

drive up this morning." . . 

Mrs. Bonhara-Hervey threw Ann a glance intended 

at once to deprecate and explain the f 
of men, and informed her husband that it ^^e 
that the butcher had been, but to 

some odds and endsjor Iscult, Jemg ^ 

add a number of valuable puppies to the stock-in 
trade of the house, had been ordered Jjy the ACt to 
uSlung food. '7000 Iseo It " 

•< AToo ” her sister, poor Iseult ! ineswee.chi. ^ 
lady-dog that ever drew bieath. Miss Ingleside, an 

Miss fIS: 

Maior - te in my opinion the most detestable little 
biteh that ins^rut^able PrOAudence ev^r set on f^r 
legs. She is a Yorkshire temcr by name, but 1 ^ 
her an insect. Nothing less. An m • used 

the word dog-i good or a 

with any force or fitness, of a Gr ’midee like 

. bloodhound, never ought to be given to a mioge like 

that Amidge, a mosquito, a gnat! In short, an 

'"•“iy husband f. so foauy,", 

ow dogs ihsects. And it's all because he won t tak* 
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any pains ■with, them. Miss Ingieside. A dog^ must ^ 
be wooed quite as tancb as a buman being. But my 
busband w on't take any pains witb tbem at all. He 
expects tbem all to love him at sight, and if they 
don't he gtts cross with them.” 

“ 1 don’t expect it,*' said the Major, “ and I don’t 
want it. So far from wanting it, I spread Keating 
on myself to beep them away.’* 

Both the ladies laughed gaily. *' Isn't he funny ?” 
Mrs. Bonham-Hcrvey asked. "He doesn’t really 
mean it, though. He’s as pleased as he can be when 
th ey have p uppies ’ 

Possibly the recollection of the important part 
played by puppies in his othen'iise too frugal life 
affected the Idajor ; in any case, his next remark 
was more friendly to the kennel.'^ 

" Yes,’’ he said, " but what kind of puppies shall 
we be having soon with the country in the state that 
tins is 1 Do you know. Miss Ingieside, that every 
day the strain of Japanese spaniels and schipperkes, 
aad in fact all foreign dogs, — ^Borzois too, — is deteri- 
orating ? ” 

xVnn had no notion. 

" It is so,” the Major barked at her. " And why ? 
Because one of the infernal Governments under 
which we are so vilely oppressed prohibited the 
. importation of dogs, except with restrictions that are 
unbearably vexations and expensive. lYhat docs 
thar mean ? 

Ann again had no notion. 

“ It means too much inbreeding,” said the Major. 
" Too much inbreeding.” He fixed Ann with his 
dull glare, and his face was like a beetroot. 

Ann, however, was lost. Her knowledge of dogs 
was of the shallowest. AH that she knew was that 
she hked them and they liked her. 

The Major perceived her diSculty, and made a 
gentlemanly and tactful effort to enlighten her. " H 
me no new dogs coming iuto Bngland,” ha 
said, we must go on with the old ones, whicli 
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gradually, as they die oS, become fewer. That 
means that the puppies have a tendency to become 
related, and too nearly related — members of a single 
family that gets smaller and smaller and smaller 
every year, and, as the result of this want of invigor-' 
ating new blood, weaker and punier in character and 
frame each j'ear. Now do you understand ? " 

Ann was still in a muddle, but her instinct told her 
it was time to affect apprehension, and this she suc- 
cessfully did. 

*' And so,” the Major concluded, “you may imagine 
what it will be soon. The schipperke, who, at its 
best, is, I hold, an insect, will soon be such a midge 
that even my wife and Miss Anstnither here will 
admit it.” 

“ Never ! " the ladies laughingly exclaimed. 

•• Never ! ” 

" Wait and see,” said the Major. 

*' Well,” said Mrs. Bonham-Hcrvey, after the Major 
had filled his pipe and left them, “ do you tliink 
you would like to join ns ? We should treat you 
just as one of ourselves ; you would have your own 
room ; and travelling expenses to the shows would of 
course be paid.” 

“ There would be no salary ? " Arm asked. 

" Oh no, we do not want anyone that is in need 
of money. -We offer a home and an absorbingly 
interesting hobby.” 

" I don’t think it would be quite what I want,” 
said Ann, realizing that frankness was the best 
policy. 

“ And why not, pray ? ” Mrs. Itonham-Hervey 
asked sharply. 

' “ I don’t think I should be happy here.” said Ann. 

" I don’t care for the country, and the dogs are 
not the land I like best. I like larger dogs. And 
another thing is the want of salary. I have a very 
nice home as it is ; I should not leave it unless I was 


earning something.” 

“'Think again,” said Mrs. Bonham-Hervey. 


“ You 
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are making a mistake, I am sure. I icll yon ioryaaf 
good. I like you. You’d have done well Witli us- 
My husband likes you — 1 could see it at once. Hp 
is rarely so gay with strangers. Didn’t you notice, 
she said to her sister, '* how Renton took to Mis. 
Ingleside ? ” 

" Yes,” said her sister, adding, " and it isn t as i* 
you were always here. Think of the pleasan 
travelling about and the excitements of the show^- 
Verv often they’re opened by Royalty, you know • 
and the very hest people compete. Our little Sigurd 
who’s already won eighteen firsts. — darling Sigurd I 
— she picked up a tiny spaniel and ciaished it against 
her lace — " when we were at Sevenoaks had tb® 
next cage to the Princess Schwallenstein's pet porrh 
and she and X became exceedingly friendly. 
most delightful creature. I say again, as I baV® 
said before, that dog-fancying can bring one tl^ 
most charming acquaintances in the world — apart 
altogether from profit. You remember," Amy deari 
how nice the Duchess was when she wanted Iseult 
to be her little Kitchener’s wee wifie ? Could anyofi® 
havebeen more aBa'tile or more considerate "? X assut® 
you I have always looked forward to the shows with 
the keenest anticipation. I have so many friends 
there — ^you would only have to mention my naxiJ®- 
Not only among the dog-fanciers — oh dear, nO i 
Among the cat-fanciers too. There’s ?iliss Shunstooe 
of Richmond, who has the Blue Persians. We ha'’®* 
a compact always to have tea together on the fifst 
daj*. Miss Shunstone must make as much as thf®® 
hundred a year out of her stnd. No, Miss Inglesid®, 
you inake'a great mistake not to join us. The intro- 
ductions I could give you 1 ” 

Ann, however, succeeded at last in convincing the 
ladies that by no she meant no ; and having assijtii- 
lated this truth, their mtercst in her vanished. 

I’m verj- sorry,” said Mrs. Bonham-Hervey, “ 
tuis afternoon unfortunately there’s no one to drive 
you to the station. The ilajor and I have an ®U” 
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gagemeat,'' and our man is ill. The best train is 

at 5.4.’* , 

Ann met the Major a little way from the house. 

" Well," he said," are you coming to hve with us 1 

Ann assured him that she was not. 

He said he was sorry. '* If I had known you were 
going,” he said, " I would have driven you in. it 
you’ll wait now. I'll put the pony m and overtake 
you. I have notlung to do ’* „ , . _ . „ 

Oh yes, you have/* said Ann. You re 
take Mrs. Bonham-Hcrvey somewhere to call. ^ 

" Did she say that ? ’’ said the Major, with a sigh. 

^^Weir^^musThurry on,” said Ann, by no means 
anxious to hear the Major on lus wife s foibles. 

She therefore walked briskly back to Keigate. 
happy in her -liberty, and happy '^’soMike a good 
daughter, in the knowledge that she had a rwlly 
mteresling story to tell at dinner that night, 
would look ahead farther than that t 



DR. BLOSSOM* 

’T'^IE paper/' said Dr. Blossom, liis spectacle* 

A positively glinting Trith. satisfaction, “ lia* 
been carefully planned to meet a long-felt want. 1 
have given immense thought to the matter. Book 
for yourself.” 

He handed me a copy. 

" But first,” he said, " I ought, perhaps, to tdl 
you how it originated.. You must know that befor# 
I retired and entered upon the present scheme, I 
had a very extensive practice m a great Flat centre of 
London. YTiere there are fiats, as yon may have 
observ’ed, there are babies ; for flats axe largely the 
homes of those debghtful people, on Sundays and ia 
the evenings rarelj’ seen apart, whom we refer to as 
yonng couples.” 

The old gentleman's spectacles again glistened 
with goodivill to man as he said these words. 

' " 1 suppose,” he continued, " I have had during 

the past ten years an average of three births a week* 
almost all in a -^uare mile of mansions, and many 
of them, a great propo?fjo*i of them, first children.” 
gjf sses glistened \again. _ 

Ah,’ he Went on "lit is the first children that 
count ! ” ’ ' 

He sighed. 

XT , this/’ he said, V brings me to my point 

y point la that no matxen’ "what the ordinary persoi 

* From One UaW Another. 


tOi'i 
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vSayg, whether it is the father or .the father-in-law, 
the mother or the mother-in-law, the nurse or the 
doctor, or any' one else : no matter who it is that 
speaks, or what the superlatives that are emploj’^ed, 
no baby is admired sufficiently to please the mother. 
There, sir, you have the kernel of the whole matter.” 
I agreed, 

" In my large practice,” Dr. Blossom continued, 
y I naturally obsen'ed this difficulty — ^indeed, it was 
forced upon me daily, for with all my endea%'ours I 
also 'have constantly fallen short of what is expected 
of me ; and when, the other day, I retired, I deter- 
mined to spend my leisure in doing what I could to 
make those poor famished young mothers happier, 
I would, I said, invent some method of praising 
their babies adequately, , or, if not adequately — ^for 
that, of course, is impossible — more acceptably.” - 
He pointed to the paper in my hand, which as 
yet I had had no opportunity to open. " 

"Now, sir,” he said, "you know ‘the persistent 
fascination of print. You know that in spite of 
all the myriad newspapers, daily and weekly, that 
now assail our peace ; in spite, too, of the fact that 
most of us are more or less intimately acquainted 
with some one who writes — so familiar with him, 
indeed, as to be contemptuous ; none the less, no 
sooner does a thing, however trite, get into print, 
than we approach it ■with a certain reverence. Onr 
national scepticism disappears. We worship." 
lagreed. 

V Very well. If, I said to myself, these poor 
young mothers are really to be made happy by the 
praise of their babies, those praises must be in 
print. They must be' made public, distributed 
throughout the world. And that paper in your hand. 
The Babies’ Review, was the result. 

He took the paper again and opened it. 

" I have chosen,” he said, " as a model The 
Athenesum, and by what I hope is a pardonable 
fancy, I have likened the birth of a new child to the 
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publication of a new boolt- Listen I ” And ie rrt4 
as ioliows in a rich, sympathetic voice ; — ' ,, 

"HEW GIRLS - ' ' 

*' Gwendoline Frances Ii''i7ftjnsoK, who has jnstbee* 
pttbUslied by Mrs. ^Vilkinson, o£ 23 :.Elton Mansions, ^ 
Bedford Park, is one of the most perfect works we ; 
ever remember to have seen. The style is simple ^ 
but wholly eSective, the -utmost finish being given ; 
even to trilies The keynote of the work is sweet- ' 
ness and placidity, a-lthongh a pleasant impression ci , 
something a little more positive is not lacking. Th® 
work is uniformly so healthy that a long life mmy ? 
conSdcntly be hoped for it. England cannot hdvH ■. 
too much of this kind of boon. 

"There/’ said Dr. Blossom, "-that is the sort of^"^ 
thing. Here is another, under the heading, ' Tl» 
Latest Boys ’ ; — 

" From a young publishing firm named Lovebird, 
whose offices are at la Devonshire JIansions, Goldei’* ■ 
Green , comes a new w ork in tivo volumes, entitled Thf 
Lovebird Twins. Botli volumes are -of a delicat* ; 
pink -with very soft edges, and both are ex-bra*'* 
ordinarily interesting. Indeed, -we find it impossibhi: 
to express any preference, so alike are thev 
incident and charm. Perhaps Vol. II. is a Jittl®" 
more vigorous than Vol. 1. ; but then, on the other ■ 
hand, Vol. 1, is more rcposefnl -than Vol. II. By * 
pleasant fancy a different name has been given to 
Vol. I. being known ns ’ C^iil ’ and Vol. II- » 
Aubrey.' Vihat could be nrcUier ? 

^ like The Aihtnaum, for variety, tocfc. 

Here w another extract : — / ' 

"tlEV,' PICTURES 

‘'%Ve have just been_ favoured -with the rare 
pt.^iiCge of a private vie-w of a perfect pictiu* 
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entiHed,. ‘ George Robert Bro^rasOT,* 

one who promises to be a gifted artist m thi g , 

Mrs Brownson, of 41 Rembrandt Buddmgs, Ba^e^ 

aea Park. As a first work her ‘ George Robert 

Bro\vnson^ is admirable. Indeed, 

fault. The colouring is veiy deep and ”ch. the 

moulding exquisite. The picture positively 

for notice. 

" There 1 ” said the proud editor. “ 
tell you that portraits also are given yon 
witfi me that mothers have little to ^ 

The portraits. I admit, a littie impair the litera^ 
illusion ; but I have got over that difficulty by 
calling them frontispieces. Here, for example, ar 
The Lovebird Twins, l^oB^ +v. .^hoto- 

He held up the paper, m Pc,.nH- 

graphs of two portions of what Sir W alter Scott 
described as that species of dough which we caU a 

^“iS.^'and me,” said the doctor, 

may leave cold. But exercise your ^“^^"^^^Love- 

dearsir- think of what it must mean to Mrs Lo%e 

bhd lo seHt. 1 venture to say that there w-ill be 

no happier woman in England ''^SJamSn 

day of publication, except perhaPS Mrs. Brownson 
•n5 ATrs Wilkinson. The husbands, too. Ot c^r.e, 
it fs'the' fashion for husbands to f y, 
about their babies and pretend ^If a 

whole business; but dont you bdie c t “ 

shs S'p.S’EI 

littre'lold^min^r'gold^mffir’of /wealth and of 
happiness too." 

1 shouldn’t be surprised. 
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I T -was just as I -was putting away my book, quite 
late, tliat Lliss Laura knocked at the door to 
saj’ that Mr. Carstairs, the gentleman on tlie top 
floor, x^lio bad been ill for some days, bad asked if 
I would be so good as to pay bim a visit. Thu 
seemed to me odd, for beyond exchanging ” good 
morning ” now and tlien, we bad never spoken ; 
but it was not a request that I could disregard, and 
up I went. 

The old gentleman was in bod, and as be lay there, 
gaunt and grey, with bis hollow cheeks and brigbi 
eyes and pointed beard, he was like nothing in tb< 
world but Don Quixote. With a courteous move- 
ment he motioned me to a chair, and then thanked 
nie for having compassion on a stranger’s wium. 

For a while after this there was sUcnce, and I hac 
an op]^rtunity of_ noticing how bare was his'roon 
although those seemed of thi 
Xnere were no pictures. 

to come," Mr. Carstairs began 
j ^ ® night last night and I bav< 

a pool 

quiet, cultured voice 
nnd strong 

IS i...idequr,te. But to me, who -am d >’ing, it x 

* Troni Lenion Laitr.der, 
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justification for any eccentricity. I liked you directly 
I saw you, and it pains me to think that I have 
taken no steps to cultivate the acquaintance of 
yourself and your wife ; but I have Jong got out of 
the ^vay of making overtures of friendship, and to 
occupy rooms in the same house, is not one of the 
best passports to a good understanding." 

He lay back exhausted and began to cough. I 
looked among the bottles for a lenitive and found 
only an empty one. Asking him if there was another, 

I understood him to say it was in the cupboard by 
the window ; and to this I hurried. But no sooner 
was my hand on the handle than, his face underwent 
a terrifying transformation, and he half-sprang from 
bed -crying, " Not there I Not there I " 

I came linrriedly from the door, and he quieted ' 
down and directed mo to a cupboard on tlie other 
side. Now what Bluebeard’s closet was this ? I 
wondered (with Mrs. Wiles). I was soon to know. 

"I throw myself on your good nature," he resumed, 

" because I am in exirmis and have no friend 
witliin call. It is extremely improbable that I shall 
get well from this attack. - You see,' for one thing 
I am a good age, and for another Idiave very little 
to live for, and therefore am not hkely to make a 
fight of it." 

I murmured the usual things. 

" No," he said, " there’s very little in it. If 1 
recover it is only for a brief while, with impaired 
strength. If I were younger and happier even that 
would be worth’ hamng ; but really one may as well 
die to-dayr as to-morrow. It's got to be." 

This is a form of fatalism with which I am as fit 
to grapple as a seamstress with a cuttlefish, so I said 
nothing. 

" Your kindness in coming up." he continued, 

" leads me to ask you to be kinder still and ad- 
minister my efiects. They are few enough. I want 
everything to go to the National Art Collections 
Fund. It sounds simple, but there is this complica- 
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tion, that the aatae hy 'whic'h I ata known is cot 
EiT real name ; and my real name, aUhouch it m ^ 
bo and to come mit, I vmnt to be ^11 sappressed^in 
connection with myseli. I die as John Carstairs." 

Jdy face, no doubt, indicated some perplexity, for ' 
he went on : 

" You wili understand only if I tell you the whole 
story ; but hrst I must confess that I am -one of the 
most potorions of limng tine nes — perhaps almost the 
most famous of all, in diis country — ^ivlio have never 
been found out. YTien I die the secret must of 
necessity be in part discovered. I look to you to 
help me so that my name and the theft are kept 
distinct.” 


I said nothing for a httle wliile, but merely pon- 
dered on the accidents of life in general, and ia 
particular that accident which had led me to 7 
Primrose Terrace, Hegeut's Park, to a respectable- 
looking house kept b 5 ^ xchned twins, in which I was 
to live beneath a dynng brigand and be forced into 
the posiaon oi his executor. 

” Docs the prospect alarm you ? ” he asked. 

“ Well,”, I sa'd, “ to be frank, it is not what I 
should ^ve asked for. But,” I added hastily, 
” you may continue your instructions ; that is, if 
you are really certain that there is no one but myself 
. to help you. Have you no lawyer ? ” 

” A few yer witaesscd my will quite recently,” he 
' It is in order. Yon will tKirhans go to himT 
for its execution.” ^ * 

And wnat about your next-door neighbour, 
Spauton r " I said. 

He smiled grirrdy. 

_ Then Xacey. the best of men. and the most 
mgeasous and helpful r ” 

" be ^d, ” I bought of Lacev. But he has 

T much to do ; and I was afrmd he might be too 
ciev^r. He is ^palsive. This tonic is so delicate 

bs sudled huraor- 

«nsij, i had your name put in the document." 
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*' Kismet,” I replied ; but Heaven knows I washed 
myself downstairs with my door carefully locked. 
I ncitiier wanted to hear his story nor to administer 
his lil-gottcn estate. The whole tiling teas absurd. 
The chance of passing fellow-lodgers on the stairs 
and faai-ing the misfortune to appear benevolent and 
virtuous to tlieir defective msion ought not to be 
permitted to lead to such embroilments as tliis. 
But I have ever been weak and acquiescent ; and 
when I looked at his melancholy, wmsted features, 
what else could I do ? A dying Don Quixote — who 
would not be foolish for him ? 

- When I agreed he gave a great sigh of relief — 
probably at once the most tragic and satisfactory 
sound I shall ever hear — and held out his long, bony 
hand. 

” You can take it witliout fear,” he said, smih’ng 
again ; " when I said I was a thief I did not say all. 
There is such a tiling as stealing your own. ^ But 
listen. The story briefly is this ; I was a well-to-do 
business man, unmarried and not very sociable. 
That was twenty and more years ago. Then a 
serious crisis came in my life of ivhich I need say 
notliing, and I decided suddenly to leave civilizatioa 
completely and begin all over afresh where the 
conditions were simpler. There was no disgraceful 
element in the matter. An event odcurred winch 
led to complete disillusionment setting in ; I de- 
veloped acute misanthrop}' and realised that England 
and I were incompatible. That is all. Many men — 
and perhaps many women — ^raust have been through 
a similar experience ; but not all are as free as I was 
to act. 

” I laid my plans very carefully. I converted a 
suiScient amount of stock into cash ,* ^ I made my 
will, leaving everything to the establishment of a 
certain kind of night refuge in London for the home- 
less, wherever they w'ere most needed ; and then T 
disappeared. This was not difficult. I took a 
passage to America. Between Liverpool and Queens- 

H 
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town I shaved off luy long T[)eard and moustache 
and changed my clothes. At Queenstown I left my 
stateroom, after depositing a last letter on the table, 
and went ashore among a crowd of other passengers. 
Tliere I took train at once and was soon in lx)ndoD 
again, where I shipped for Australia and the South 
Seas. Meanwhile, that had happened on the steamer 
which I had foreseen. My stateroom was not opened 
until some hours after the vessel was on her way 
to America, and the contents of the letter there led 
peotile to assume that I had jumped overboard. I 
was therefore dead. A sufficient time haffing 
elapsed, the courts officially presumed iny "death, 
my estate was wound up, and 1 was a thing of the 
p^t. Any reasonably careful man can disappear 
still, in spite of lilarconi and all the other modem 
obstacles, proiided he has not comnutted a crime. 
And it was easier then,” 

“ ili'ere the night refuges built ? ” I asked. 

" Oh yes,” he said. ” I have slept in one, A 
most cunous experience. 

" Arrived in Sydney 1 opened a banldng account 
in my new' name, made some in vestments, and passed 
on to the South Seas, where, for fifteen years, I lived 
a calm life, succeeding commercially, as I was bound 
to do, and happier perhaps than not, although happi- 
ness v,-as never in my grasp, nor could it be. Then 
gradually the desire once more to be in London 
became very powerful ; while an absolute mania 
seized me again, to see pictures. Particularly one 
picture. Tnat it would be safe. I felt sure, for I 
was much changed and had had few intimate friend# 
at any time." 

Ke paused, tired with his effort, and lay s till - 

“ I must tell yon,” he continued, " that I had been 
not only a great lover of pictures wherever thev were 
to be seen, bat a collector too. At the time of my 
disappearance I had one of the best small private 
colle^ons in the country. Such, however, h&d been 
my disgust with life that it included these pictures 
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too, and in my rage and haste to have broken with 
everything, I was ready to break with them as well, 
and my will gave instructions for all my pictures to 
be sold save one little jewel of paint, the very gem 
of the collection — a small Madonna which has been 
attributed to Verrocchio — and tliis I left to the 
National Gallery. It was this picture that I felt I 
must at any risk again see. I therefore sold my 
South Sea business, wound up my affairs, and re- 
turned to London, again a rich man, finding a lodging 
in this house. That was seven years ago. 

“ So far all is well. Now comes tlie criminal part 
of the story. No sooner did I see my little Ver- 
rocchio on its easel in the National Gallery’’ — in -the 
most honoured place — then I realized that I could 
not live without it. I had not known what a spell 
I was under or I would have stayed away. It had 
always been in my living-room in my old life, andT 
found that I belonged to it still. I used to go day 
after day to Trafalgar Square to worship it — nothing 
less. I became Imoum to the attendants. After 
closing hours I would plot how to get possession of 
it again. I could not go to the Director and say 
who I was and insist on a return of the picture until 
I died in earnest. For one tiring, he' would not have 
believed me, and to make him believe me would 
have meant an endless and merciless raking up of 
the past : more than that, a return to my old identity, 
■wdiich was unbearable ; men shaking hands' with me, 
newspaper comment, and all the rest of it. Again, 
■there was the risk that he might think me a dangerous 
lunatic and forbid me the Gallery’. Think of that 1 

“ I had therefore to consider how to get the picture 
secretly, and at last I managed it — at noon, of course, 
for that is the ’true time for successful theft, and by 
means of a big cloak on copjung day. I had carefully 
noted the times when mgilance was relaxed, and 
waited my chance. It came j I removed the picture, 
passed quietly into the street, and found my way 
here unobserved." 
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He paused again. " You will, o£ course, rcmem^ 
the incident,” be went on, " The world r.ang witii 
It. ‘ Thelt of the famous Verrocchio.’ I had very 
httle fear of being discovered and, naturaily, nij 
remorse ; but 1 must admit to a little self-conscious- 
ness on my next sisit to Trafalgar Square — for, of 
course, 1 was not so foolish as to discontinue my old 
habits. But I avas cunning. I went to the Director 
and offered to give -^5,000 ns a reward for tlie detec. 
tioa of the tliief — on tlie condition th.at the donor’* 
name was not published. 1 was able also to discus* 
tlie theft with the officials quite calmly, ily on* 
regret was that the custodian, of the room in which 
my little mastexpiecc was kept was discharged, bat 
I have seen to it, always anonymously, that he ha* 
not lost financially* 

" L now began to be almost happy. 1 had my 
picture and, the Kational Gallerj* being negligibly, 
I was again- able to look in at Christie's whenever i 
ivished and mix again in tliis ocean %ve c?Jl I.ondoir. 
I bought no more ; I had the best ; but I saw cvery- 
Sfcfirg' was- gwsv?, saf htfcanse srr ■export 

ar the service of any Of mj' dealer acquaintances. 

“ My one disappointment was that being so exccij- 
tional a picture thief I was not, and am not, able i-a 
enter into the feelings of the more typical kiml. 
For naturally the one thing above all others that I 
want to know is who took the Lcra\Te Leonardo, ai\d 
why, and where it is. The motive could not have 
been identical with mine, but it might be akin. But 
this I shall never know, because 1 am going to die ” 
” Kot yet,” I said, “ not yet." 

^ ” Yes," he replied. “ And L must waste no more 
time, l am very weak. What 1 want you to do i* 
to get this picture back into the possession of th* 
ICational Gallery without auv one suspecting Hjy 
conner^oa. wnth it. That is aU. The ordinary 
execution of my will you and the larvyer can manage 
without the faintest difficultv, and I have left j-pa 
. plenty lor such expense and 'trouble as you are ^ 
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to. But the restitution of this picture I count on 
you to malcc alone. You v.-ill do it ? ’’ 

I .shook his hand. “ I will do cvoiylhing possible 
to preserve Secrecy," 1 said. 

_ '* Therj: is no hurry," he replied. " Take your 
time. Keep it in your room in a. parcel until you arc 
ready. Only the suspected aim suspected in this 
world, and you and I are equally remote from their 
thoughts.” 

He. lay still again. 

" But where," I asked, after a while, " is the 
picture .> ” 

" In there,” ho said, pointing to tiie door to which 
1 had MTonglj* gone for the cough mixture. " Go 
in. Ko one has seen it here but myself.” 

I opened tlie door and found myself in a little room 
lighted by one window. Opposite this on the wall 
Was a curtain. 

" Turn on the light,” he said, " and draw back the 
curtain." 

I did so. and beheld one of the most exquisite 
paintings . I ever saw — the head of a girl, sweet, 
wistful, understanding, and gay. Not quite a 
Jlndonna ; no mother ; but tlic very personification 
of youthful joy, sjnnpathy, and loveliness. I knew 
too little of painting to express an opinion as ro the 
authenticity, and Verrocchio, I am told, although he 
was the master of Leonardo and Perugino and 
Lorenzo di Credi, has left almost nothmg authenti- 
cally from his own bmsli ; , but there is a candour 
and charm in the treatment, and transparency in 
the colours, which are like nothing that I know 
c-\"copt the, National Gallery picture attributed to 
this master’s school. 

' " Bring it to me, please,” said Carstiurs from his . ’ 
bed, and I carried it in and held it for him. 

' •' No one has ever seen it but myself — and now you 

— since, it left the Gallery’ four years ago,” he said. 

” airs. Wiles has done her best to get into that room, 
but in vain. I suppose every one who steals a picture 
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He paused again. " You uriU, of course, remember 
tbs iacxdent," he vi-eut oa. " The v,orId rang ^vith 
it, ' Theft of the famous Verrocchio.’ 1 had very 
little fear of being discovered and, naturally, no 
remorse ; but I must admit to a Kftle self-conscious- 
ness oa my next visit to Trafalgar Square — ^for, of 
course, I rfas not so foolish as to discontinne my old 
habits. But I was cunning. I went to the Director 
and oTered to give Js.ooo as a reward for the detec- 
tion of the thief — on the condition that the donor’s 
name '..ms not putCshed. J was abfe also to discuss 
the theft with the o&cials quite calmiy. My one 
regret was that the custodian of the room in wiiich 
my little masterpiece was liept wms discharged, but • 
I have seen to it, always anonymously, that he has 
not lostnnancially. 

” I now began to be almost happy. I had my 
picture and, the Kational GaBeiy being neghgible, 

I was again able to look in at Christie’s whenever I 
wished and mix again, in this ocean we call London. 

I bought no more ; I had the best ; but I saw every- 
thing that was good, and became an amateur expert 
at the service of any of my dealer acquaintances. 

“ My one disappointment was that being so excep- 
tional a picture thief I v.-as not, and am not, able to 
enter into the feelings of the more typical Mud. 
Tor naturally the one thing above all others that I 
want to haow' is who took the Louvre Leonardo, and 
why, and where it is. The mcrdi-e could not have 
been identical wtth mine, but it might be akin. But 
this I shall never know, because I am going to die.” 

" Hot yet,” I said, ” not yet.” 

_ ” Yes,” he rephed. " And I must waste no more 
time. I am very weak, yvhat I want you to do is 
to get this picture back into the possession of the 
tCational Gallery without any one suspecting my' 
connecdo.t 15-1!* it. That is aiL The ordinary 
execution of my will you and the lawyer can manage 
without the faintest diScuiti'. and I have left yoa 
plenty fox such expense and trouble as you are pnrt 
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to. But the restitution of this picture I count on 
you to make alone. You ivill do it ? ’’ 

I shook his hand. “ I will do everytliing pos.^iW® 
to preserve secrecy,” I said. 

There is no hurry,” he replied. " Take your 
time. Keep it in your room in a parcel until you are 
^ ready. Only the suspected are suspected m this 
world, and you and I are equally remote from t'heir 
thoughts.” 

He lay still again. 

"But where,” I asked, after a while, “is the 
picture ? ” 

“ In there,” he said, pointing to tlie door to which 
I had ivronglj'' gone for the cough mixture. “ Go 
in. No one has seen it here but , myself.” 

I opened the door and found myself m a little room 
lighted by one window. Opposite this on the v'all 
was a curtain. 

“ Turn on the light,” he said, " and draw back the 
curtain,” , _ ' 

I did so, and beheld one of the most exquisite . 
paintings I ever saw — the head of a girl, sweet, 
wistful, understanding, and gay. Not quite ^ a 
Madonna ; no mother ; but the very personification 
of youthful joy, sympathy, and loveliness. I knew 
too little of painting to express an opinion as to the 
authenticity, and Verrocchio, I am told, altliough'he 
was the master of Leonardo and Perugino au_d 
Lorenzo di Credi, has left almost nothing authenti- 
cally from his own brush ; ^ but tliere is a canddur 
and charm in the treatment, and transparency m 
the colours, which are like nothing that I bndw 
except the^ National Gallery picture attributed to 
this master’s school. 

" Bring ft to me, please,” said Carstairs from hi* 
bed, and I earned it m and held it for him. 

" No one has ever seen it but myself — and now yOu 
— since it left the Gallery four years ago,” he said. 

“ Mrs. Wiles has done her best to get into that roopr. 
but in vain. I suppose every one who steals a picture 
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or becomes tbc o-.racr of a stoleu picture has similar 
difficulties. Perhaps the safer wa}’ would be to have 
another canvas or panel over the stolen one, in the 
same frame, to slide aside wffien one is alone ; but 
that would mean taking a workman more or less 
into one's confidence, and no wise thief docs that. 

" Put it back, put it back.” he cried suddenly, as he 
fell on his pillow unconscious. 

I did so at once, put the key of the cupboard door 
in my pocket, and telephoned for the doctor. 

II 

A fter visiting Raomi to tell her of the state of 
things upst;>irs, I returned to ISIr. Carstairs’ 
room and awaited the doctor. The sick man did not 
reco\'er consciousness. It was then necessary fo 
inform the Misses Packer and telephone to the 
■undertaker, and this I agreed to do. Before, how- 
ever, 1 descended to the basement with my grim 
message, I secured some paper and string, made a 
parcel of the little Verrocchio, and placed it on a 
sbalJ in my room. Having agreed to carry oat tins 
peculiar and delicate commission, 1 meant to do it 
thoroughly. - « 

Miss Laura and Miss Emma took the demise of 
Mr. Carstairs as a personal affront. I gathered •that 
he had never been a favourite with them, although 
Ms money was good and he gave no ■trouble ; but 
to die under their roof "they held to “be an action not 
only ungentlemaidy, hut dishonest. 

" Brings such a bad name on a house to have any 
one die in it,” said Miss Laura. " I shouldn’t be at 
all surprised if Mr. Spauton were to leave. Of course 
with you. sir, it’s diferent, you not being acquainted 
■with the deceased, and two floors away, whereas Mr. 
^anton’s so close.” 

Having had another look at the mysterious cup- 
ward, I thought it best to obtain the*^ services of a 
la^wyer before proceeding further ; and together ■we 
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looked for the will. It was easily found, and, on 
reading it I discovered that the old fellow had truly 
inserted tnj'^ name as his executor with a firm hand 
some days before he asked me : not a bad divination 
of niy besetting complaisance ! I discovered also 
something that caused the Misses Packer not only 
to change their tone with regard to the deceased but 
sent them chcerfiilly to his funeral in new and be- 
coming mourning, for he left them each fifty pounds 
in recognition of their unremitting kindness, and 
asked to be allowed to pay for the new papering and 
whitewashing of his rooms. To Mrs. Wiles he left 
ten pounds, and to his executor, " to compensate him 
for any unusual worry, vexation, and expense to 
which he may be put,” five hundred pounds — an 
amount which seemed to perplex the la^\'ycr not a 
Utile. '' You’re very luckj', my dear sir,” he said. 

•' Vdiy, there’s nothmg to do ! ” If the Law only 
knew ! 

\Vc buried John Carstairs at Kensal Green, and I 
ordered the stonecutter to place on his tombstone 
the words, from the Song of Solomon, “ O thou 
iaircst among women,” and to this hour the honest 
feUow thinks I am mad. 

These things being accomplished, I was free to 
bend my mind to the question of the restitution of 
the little Verrocchio ; and this I had to work out 
absolutely alone. I could not even tell RTaomi, even 
under that elastic understanding which is held to 
entitle married people to share secrets entrusted to 
either, for although I am no believer in the old saying 
that no woman can keep a secret, or, rather, do not 
believe that a woman is less of an oyster ra these 
matters than a man, j^et I did not wish to burden 
her with so good a forbidden mystery. I do not say 
she would have been embarrassed to retain it ; but 
even the most cautious of us have a way now and 
tlicn of dressing up a friend’s confidence vaguely, 

I with several removes, and so forth, which, though 
safe enough in some companies, might give cverj’- 
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^thing a-way to a clever listener -wlio was acqcainted 
vrith one’s circle. An 3 w.'ay I did not tell her. 

The only real teir.plation w'hich. I had to break the 
dead man’s injunction, was to teii Xacey. I-acey 
would not onlj' have been, useful, but he would have 
so enjoyed it. 1 did not even, dare to sidrt the 
subject with Iiim, to got the benefit of his improvisa- 
tions. Furley, too, what would he not have given 
to he in a position to " film ” me (as he calls it) with 
the famous picture under my arm on the errand of 
restitution ? . 

I began — as I guess most criminals do, and I was 
a kind of inverted ciimmal \vith all a criminal’s 
desire for secrecy — ^by inventing elaborate schemes, 
the cleverest things yon ever heard oL Bnt I gave 
them all np in favour of the most obrions common- 
place simplicity. Having decided what to do, I 
waited three months and then did it. The delay 
was due to the fear that if I acted at once, two and 
two might easily be pat togetlier, since Car^irs had 
left all his monej* — ^no inconsiderable sum — ^to the 
Katiouol Art Collections Fund, and a comparison of 
dates might lead to inr-sstigation, and .an interview 
with the hlisses Packer or hlrs. Wiles might educe 
the fact of the locked cupboard, and then perhaps 
there would be a cress- examination of myself, from 
which the truth would probably emerge. At least,' 
so I feared. 

I therefore allowed the parcel to remain among 
my papers — ei’ery night waking np comunced the 
house was on fire, and never leaving it without ex- 
pecting to find only ashes on my return — and at the 
end of three months I chose a moment when every 
one was out, and in broad day conveyed the parc^ 
to the cloak-room of that very centre of bustle and 
menriosity, the Piccadilly Circus Tube station, where, 
in. the thick of passengers and chorus girls, I deposited 
it and paid my twopence. The boy gave me uiy 
ticket without lifting his ej’es, and I again merged 
with the croud. I had already printed on a piece 
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of plain paper an intimation that if the Director of 
the Kational Gallerj^ would send for the parcel 
concerned, ho would not regret the deed, and this 
I enclosed with the ticket in an envelope, and dropped 
it into the post. 

I could not send the picture direct, because that 
would have meant either an intermediary or myself 
carrying it I could not send the note by express, 
because that would have meant a rdsit to the post 
oflice at a given registered time. Hence the pillar 
box, which, though safe, gave me one further anxiety 
—fear lest the Piccadilly Circus station should also 
be consumed by fire in the night ; but this very 
unlikely contingency did not keep me awake, for, as 
Trist says, " The art of life is to take all reasonable 
precautions and then throw the responsibility on 
, the shoulders of Fate.” 

The next day nothing happened, but Tfie Times 
of the morning after had the whofe glorious story. 
The lines > • 

I 

"RECOVERY OF A LOST MASTERPIECE 
THE STOLEN" VERROCCHIO " 

caught my eye at once, and I settled doum to the 
perusal of what still is to me the most amusing piece 
of literature in the language. 

" Listen,” I said to Naomi, " here’s sometliing 
interesting,’ ’ and I read as follows ; — - 

“ ‘ It will be remembered that some four years ago 
the world was startled by the news that the portrait 
of an unknown woman, attributed to Verrocchio, the 
master of Leonardo da Vinci, had disappeared from 
the National Gallery. The theft was contrived in 
full daylight, probably by a dever gang whose plans 
had long been maturing, and although Scotland 
Yard exerted every effort, no trace of the miscreant 
was found. Yesterday the Director received, by 
the first post, a letter in a disguised hand enclosing 
a ticket for the cloak-room at Piccadilly Circus 



120 


HARVEST HOME 

thing away to a clever listener who was acquainted 
with one’s circle. J^xiyv, ay 1 did not tell her. 

The only real temptation which I had to break the 
dead man's injunction, was to tell Lacey. Lacey 
would not only have been useful, but he would have 
so enjoyed it. I did not even dare to skirt the 
subject with him, to get the benefit of his improvisa- 
tions. Furley, too, what would he not have given 
to be in a position to " film ” me (as he calls it) with 
the famous picture under my arm on the errand of 
restitution ! 

I began — as I guess most criminals do, and I was 
a kind of inverted criminal with all a criminal's 
desire for secrecy — ^by inventing elaborate schemes, 
the cleverest things yon ever heard of. But I gave 
them all up in favour of the most bbmous common- 
place simplicity'. Having decided what to do, 1 
waited three months and tlien did it. The delay 
was due to the fear that if I acted at once, two and 
two might easily he put together, since Carstairs had 
left all his money — no inconsiderable sum — to the 
Katioaal Art Collections Fund, and a comparison of 
dates might lead to investigation, and an interview 
with the Misses Packer or Mrs. Wiles might educe 
the fact of the locked cupboard, and then perhaps 
there would he a cross-examination of myself, irom 
which the trutli would probably emerge. At least, 
so I feared. 

I therefore^ allowed the parcel to remain among 
my papers — every night waking up con\'inced thej 
house was on fire, and never leaving it without ex-, 
pecting to find only ashes on my return — and at th^ 
end of three months I chose a moment when every- 
one was out, and in broad day conveyed the parcel 
to the cloak-room of that very centre of bustle anq~ 
meunosi^, the Piccadilly Circus Tube station, where, 
in the thick of passengers and chorus girls, I deposited 
it and paid my twopence. The boy gave me my 
ticket without lifting his eyes, and I again mergeq 
with the crowd.- 1 had already printed on a piece 
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of plain paper an intimation that if the Director of 
the National Gallerj* would send for the parcel 
concerned, he would not regret the deed, and this 
I enclosed with the ticket in an envelope, and dropped 
it into the post. 

I could not send the picture direct, because that 
would have meant either an intermediary or mj’self 
carrying it. I could not send the note by express, 
because that rvould have meant a ^^s^t to the post 
office at a given registered time. Hence the pillar 
box, which, though safe, gave me one further anxiety 
—fear lest the Piccadilly Circus station should also 
be consumed by fire in the night ; but this very 
unlikely contingency did not keep me awake, for, as 
Trist says, " The art of life is to take all reasonable 
precautions and then throw the responsibility on 
the shoulders of Fate.” 

The next day nothing happened, but The Times 
of the morning after had the whdre glorious story. 
The lines 

\ 

“RECOVERY OF A LOST MASTERPIECE 
THE STOLEN VERROCCHIO ” 

caught my ej'e at once, and I settled down to the 
perusal of what still is to me the most amusing piece 
of literature in the language. 

" Listen,” • I said to Naomi, "here’s sometliing 
’ interesting,” and I read as follows : — ■ 

” ' It will be remembered that some four years ago 
, the world was startled by the news that the portrait 
of an unknown woman, attributed to Verrocchio, the 
master of Leonardo da Vinci, had disappeared from 
the National .Gallery. The theft was contrived in 
full daylight, probably by a clever gang whose plans 
had long been maturing, and although Scotland 
Yard exerted every effort, no trace of the miscreant 
was found. Yesterday the Director received, by 
the first post, a letter in a disguised hand enclosing 
a ticket for the cloak'room at Piccadilly Circus 
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THE STOLEN ^'^ERROCCHIO 
- '* Sure to be,” I said. 

" Then let’s look in this morning, shall we ? ” 

I was only too willing, and together we stood 
before the little Verrocchio in its new position. 
Screwed to the wall, with a custodian on either 
side. Never have I been so glad to see any picture 
m its right place. 

" Why do you sigh like that ? ” Naomi asked. 

” It’s so satisf3'ing.” I said, but I did not mean 
quite what she thought. 

And so ended not only mj' first, and I hope last, 
participation in the higher crime, but also my first, 
and I hope last, deception of Naomi. 



LETTERS FROM AUNT 
CHARLOTTE^^ 

MISS FASE TO EDITH GRAHAM. 

Tee Laurels, 

GH.CS-GE-Ov'Sr.-SAKES- 

M y DEJts Edith, — ■'V.' bat voe tcB ine o£ your 

horas aad oocupatioES fii]s me vrith mis- 
gr^mgs, I do a ot at all like yoar employer’s interest 
in keteers rviio knovr more than the Bible, especially 
Americans. life has difiicalties enon^ as it is 'widi- 
ont adding to then. Even here in a little place hke 
Grange tre have great perpleoatics. and to add to 
everything else the best batcher in the tovm has just 
rchred and sold his btisness to a firm tvich hundred* 
ol branches ■who cannot gjve the individnal atten-tioa 
that ilr. Eadbone used to. "We shall all feel it, bat 
no one more than my poor Griselda, becaase hec 
iittle pieces oi raw meat every morning (yon kao^ 
that Bine PersiaGs most have ra'w meat if Biey are 
to keep in good health, and even then 'they are 
delicate and lore their hair and are often 31 thi»agii 
swallowing it) were so carelnBy looked out for 
by Mrs. jEtadfaone herself, a. very nice -woman, who 


• Frain J.^sieittr’s Ijurt, 
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will now I feel sure find the time hang very hea^’ily 
on her hands. She talks of a small farm, and I hope 
she will keep her husband up to it, but his ambition 
seems to be to travel a little, and that I know will not 
'^suit her at all, she being very corpulent and shy. 

I hope you will be very careful to go to church 
regularly in spite of Mrs. Pink. I understand there 
is a large church quite near Kensington Square, but 
Mr. Lark, who used to live in Highbury, has rather 
distressed me by saying that Kensington is quite a 
stronghold of Roman Catholics. I don't hold with 
giving advice, but you must feel your way very 
warily, my dear child, especially as you are I know 
fond of music, and these people are so cunning that 
they, find out one’s weaknesses 'at, once. X gave up 
painting in water colours in 1881 entirely owing to 
the interest which a young Roman Catholic lady 
professed to take in my progress in that accomplish- 
ment, but wliich was probably something much more 
serious, for they are always hoping to make converts, 
or perverts as I prefer to call them, to the Pope, 
Those of us who have any artistic sense are so much 
more precariously placed than the others. 

I must stop now or I shall miss the post. 

^ 1 
Your loving, ' 

1 ' Aunt Chaklottb. 


P.S , — I am sending you a few eggs which I have no 
doubt your employer, who seems for all her mistaken 
laxity to be a humane woman, will allow 3mu to ask 
the cook to boil. I think three and a quarter minutes 
the exact time, but servants are veiy careless and 
very often the water is not boiling when the egg is 
dropped in (sometimes so carelessly that it breaks' 
and all its goodness escapes) or if it is, the egg puts 
it off. Mr. Lark tells me that there ,arc no really 
fresh eggs in London, whatever the shopkeepers may 
say. Lifo can be very hard. 
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Af/SS FASE TO EDITH GRAHAM. 

Tisr LA.’UJ-r.ijr-, 

Gj.A:;cr.-ovKr.-SAKns. 

My vz.kt. Edith. 

1 haw to Y.-ritc to yoo for jort? tirne 

OTi G. ver** delicGtc rab’cct. fc'it bavc net hccr. nblo to 
bring myscE to brgio. But no'.Y I fcsl I mont 
EO longer. I refer to ti.c Kenrl. Yon r.tc, rlsar^ 
li’rirjg fn n grent city itill of yonng mcE, and lanr.cr or 
later you wSi become an object of tbeir arlrrimtion. 
Althocgb I do not !ioM rrltli giving advice, yet I hope 
yon vrill bo very careful, I do r.ot say tbat j nit 
should be so careful that you should never marrj' 
at alL One can make grave mistaja.'S in that v^ay, 
very great mistakes. But you ir.us't search your 
heart very Earro'.vly before you say Ves to any one. 
The natu^i tendency of a nicely brought-np girl is 
always to say b'o, but of course, ar she irrs.rr.5 after- 
wards, whcn alas £ it is too late, there are times ahcE 
she really meant the opposite. My dear child, do 
r.ot make this mistake. 1 have knowm lives made 
-permanentiy sr.d throush it. 

It is said tl’.at marriages are made in heaven, but 
it is difficult to believe it of some. The Bar.hfManr.ger 
here, such a nice man, a ?ar. Crask. has the utmest 
unhappiness in his home lire. I am sure there could 
not be a more geatlemanly official than he is, and it 
is a pleasure to ask for one's pass book, but no sooner 
does he get upstairs than his troubles begin. I am 
told that Mrs. Crask cannot forgive him for being 
only a clerk. She married him ueder tire impression 
that he was a banker, and such is her nature that 
she persecutes hhu day and night for her mistake, 
I am told that he met her at Blackpool, -where her 
mother kept a boardir.g-ho-ase ; and though of corns* 
there isnothirg in your case tliat corresponds to hers, 
I thought you ought to know about it. 

On the' other hand the senior curate here is on* of 
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the most happily married men you could conceive of, 
rvith a large family and a pony. His wife was the 
daughter of a rich farmer m Devonshire, and they 
have tlie best cheese I ever tasted. Slie has a little 
private income and a perfectly placid disposition. 
But I wish she would buy better tea, for the Dorcas 
meetings at her house arc only half as pleasant as 
the}' sliould be. The taste for China tea is not com- 
mon, most people seeming to prefer the rough Indian 
or Ceylon. At the last Dorcas meeting we began 
to read aloud Sir Frederick Treves’ travel book, Th» 
Other Side oj the Lantern — such a charming work. 
It would, I am sure, do your Mrs. Pink good. 

I must now stop or I shall miss the post. 

Your loving, 

Aunt Charlotte. 

P.S . — ^You wll not, I am sure, misunderstand that 
remark about marriages being made in Heaven. Of 
course I believe tliat all things are made in Heaven, 
but some are for our chastisement and arc too mys- 
terious for us to comprehend, like Mrs. Crash’s temper. 
Poor Mr. Crash once called on me, in the morning, 
on a question connected with my signature, and his 
manncih Were most refined and gentle. He bowed 
to me. over a glass of sherry in a way that almost 
put me out of countenance. 


MISS FASE TO EDiTH GRAHAM. 

The Laurels, 
Grange-over-Sands. 

My dear Edith, 

I write to you to know if you will be so good 
as to work some little thing for our church bazaar, 
where I have a stall with t^vo other ladies. Miss Cole, 
whom I daresay you will remember as my neighbour, 
at The Labumams, on the other side to Miss Passmore, 
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and - a very pleasant neighbour loo, except for a 
little dog that vrill bark in the night and ought to. 
be treated with more severity, and Mrs. Bamsidc- 
Block, the u'idow of the late \ncar, who still lives on 
here to be near her husband's grave, which is a. very 
handsome one, in Aberdeen granite, with an inscriiv - 
tion from her own pen that some of the parishioners 
think rather too extreme in its praise, bat which only 
a very cultivated and well-read woman could havtf 
written. The Blocks are indeed a very old and 
gifted family, one of the oldest in England I believe ; 
bnt of course that does not really matter because 
JIrs. Bamside-Block would have taken the naui^ 
■from her husband. She was herself I believe a ifisS 
Birdie, but I know very little about her except that 
her father invented something of world-wide fame 
but I forget what it was — either a patent wire-mat" 
tress, 1 think, or perhaps it -was a new method of 
filing bills. Anyhow his daughter is a clever womaO 
and quite the intellectual leader here among our 
regular residents. She goes to the Oxford Summer 
meeting of the Universi-ty Extension -movement every 
, amd Mr. Churton. OsUins himself nwee sta.Ycd 
in her house here and was most entertaining, sb^ 
told me afterwards, on the subject of the Meririhajn 
tunnel murder and coincidences in general, keeping 
them up till nearly midnight. 

Of course, my dear, I know you are very biiS5 
most of the day, but 1 ^.ought you might have a httl* 
time to yourself after lunch and in the evening, and 1 
know it would he a pleasure to you to work somethir*! 
for our church. The mcar is such a dear hardworldHf 
man, with a constant thorn in his side in the shap* 
of a thrhtless son who has never done anything b-n' 
waste ids time and his father’s money since he lef 
Oxford, and "we want little simple useful things sud 
^ ogS coseys, although I doubt if there. is any wa] 
of keeping an egg hot except in hot water, and that O 
course makes it hard even although you crack -the top 
• or kettle holders, or doyleys, or table centres, or nigbi 
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dress bags, or toilets, or watch pockets. But of course 
dear if you are too busy you must not trouble at all. 

I must now stop if 1 am to catch the post. 

Your lo'ving. 

Aunt Charlottb. 

P. 5 .— From what yon have told me of Mrs. Pink 
I fear it is useless to ask her for any help except per- 
haps a few old things for the Rummage Sale. We 
should be glad of anything we could get, and it is so 
much pleasanter of course to know something of the 
people who wore the clothes before they were left off. 
1 am sure we could feel quite safe with an^rtliing of 
Mrs. Pink’s. 


AfJSS FASB TO EDITH GRAHAM. 

The LAIJREI.S, 
Grange-over-Sands. 

My dear Edith, 

I am so glad to hear of your engagement. OIL 
' course it would have been very nice if it had been 
Sir Herbert Royce instead of Mr. Harberton, because 
then you would have been Lady .Royce, and a title 
always seems to me a distinguished thing even in 
these times when so many are given to quite vulgar 
people. There is a knight who takes a house here 
every summer, and I can assure you that the friends 
who come to see him for week-ends are most odious, 
and the livery his groom wears is not neaily so neat 
as our doctor’s. He was, I believe, a mayor, or a 
brewer, or perhaps both, and once as he drove past 
this house he threw his cigar end at Griselda. But 
I am very glad about your marriage, because although 
doubtless there must always be single women in 
England, with the number of women so much in 
advance of men. yet I have always prayed that you 
would not be one of them, because I know how good 
and happy a wife yon will be. 

I am sure Mr. Harberton is a very fortunate man^ 


I 
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iriuclv more fortunate than he deserves, I think, 
considering how long he has knov.-n you and how h*-, 
might have ashed yon any time these past five years^ 
and you not too young even then. But, as 
Willoeks, the churchwarden, who is a very wise and 
often witty man, says, we have to wait the Almighty’* 
appointed hour and not until His dock strikes can 
we do anything, and so I suijpose it is all right. AH 
the same I blame Mr. Harherton for shilly-shallying 
and not knowing his mind, with all your happiness - 
at stake. 

Poor iSlr. Villocks, he has had much trouble lately, ^ 
his only son having been injured severely’ at a foot- , 
hall match at school. I can’t think how they can 
allow football to be played. Cricket I can "under- 
stand, although I read in a paper the other day that i 
• a butcher in Australia — or was it New Zealand ? — 
had been so severely stunned by a cricket ball hitting 
him on the temple that he had lost his memory and 
had no recollection whatever of who or what he was. 
Arthur Villocks was not so badly hurt as that, hat 
he is likely to he in bed for at least tivo weeks, ai^ ^ 
as 31rs, Villocks has been a sufiercr from insomni*' 
for years it is very sad. She has tried everything ^ 
without success, hut a gentleman who lectured here 
last w'ceV on Hygiene for the Home, a most inter- 
est' ng lecture, and who stay’ed at the Willocks'* 
recommended her to try a hammock instead of 
..Jted, and they are having one put up now, and that 
may work woiidcrs I am sure I hope it vrill, it 
only for poor Mr. ^YIllotl.s’ sake. 

isow that it is all settled I can tell ymu, dear, ♦ 
secret You may have wondered why 1 have nevar 
asked you to slay' with me. It was not I can assui* 
you because I did not want yon, for I have -wanted 
to see you exceedingly, as how could I help w-anliflf 
to see my own dear sister’s only daughter, but Iw 
cause of young Bernard Palkiner, lire -ricar’s 
’.rao ■RxU not do any work, but leads an idle life h«*i 
■and 5s a hopelecs ne’er-db-well, 1 tear, and such a fgiAd 

V 
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to his poor parents. I could not bring myself to ask 
you here Tvhile he was about, for he is so very hand- 
some and charming, with all his wild and dreadful 
ways, that I had a premonition you would be attracted 
by him, and that would be so disastrous. That 
~ was„the only reason, my dear. Now that you are an 
engaged woman I do so hope you will come soon. 
There is not much Excitement to offer you, but the air 
is very good, and the vie%v of the Bay is very pretty 
from my sitting-room, and I have such a number of 
flowers in the garden, sharing a gardener as I do with 
Miss Pasemore and hliss Cole, two days a week each 
and quite cheap. I get books regularly from the 
railway library, so that you would have plenty to read, 
and there is often an interesting lecture at the Hall, 
and some very nice people live here, among them Mr. 
Greatorex, who "having been to Italy knows all about 
pictures and has a most interesting collection of 
photographs of foreign places which he is always so 
pleased and ready to show. Poor man, we have all 
seen them so often that when a stranger comes his 
happiness knows no bounds. So do come, dear, as 
soon as 5'ou can manage it, for just as long as you 
like, only you must let me have good notice. 

I want to give you a very nice present. We have 
such an excellent shop here, kept by a most enter- 
prising and worthy man, a Mr. blister. It is a very 
awkward name, isn't it ? It always seems so absurd 
to say “ Mr.” twice. I have told.him about your en- 
gagement and he is most interested and is going to 
get a selection of anything you like for me to choose 
from. So will you please say which of the following 
articles you most fancy ? — 

Butter dish. 

Egg stand. 

Cruet. 

Salt cellars and knife and fork rests. 

Salad bowl with fork and spoon. 

Biscuit box. 

I should like to give you something you were 
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constantly usin^, altbough I hope you won’t call ifbi 
my name, as soma jmung people here do with thei 
■wedding presents. It is very disconcerting to tx 
ashed to pass Aunt Emily instead of the mustard, o 
to be o6ered Uncle James and to find it holds biscuits 
hlr. Mister very strongly recommends a new hind o 
coal-scuttle, which he calls a perdoneum, but I an 
sure Mr. H 3 'rbertQn has coal-scuttles enough. It " 
one ot the drawbacks of marrying a man firm!' 
established in his own house that people have suci 
diSicultj' in choosing presents. ^ 

I must stop now or I shall miss the post. 

Your affectionate, 

Atjn'x Charlotte. 

P.S . — 1 have jnst -remembered that the butche 
who lost his memory was living in Tasmania. I hop 
he has got it back now, poor man ; although if 
were a butcher I am sure I should like to forget ii 
Of coarse I don't saj* for certain you would hav 
b'ked Bernard Falldner, but I had the most seriou 
presentiment and it is a dark fascinating kmd 
handsomeness* 


THE GAMBLERS* 

O N the way back Sir Gaston told ns of an incident 
many- years ago, when he did occasionally put 
something on a horse — not as a habit, but if he 
heard anything. 

He had been stajdng, he said, with two friends for 
a fortnight in Ireland, fishing at a man named 
Eegan^s.' One friend was Glenister, a curious ob- 
stinate fellow, now in India ; the other %vas Horace 
Bradley, the K.C. Tlic day before their last they 
were driving over to Rushtown to sec the races, and 
on the way Captain O’Briscoll overtook tlicin in 
his American buggy. I reconstruct Sir Gaston's 
story. • 

r" ' Going to the races ? ’ O’Driscoll asked, as he 
slowed down for a moment. ' So'm I. See you 
there.' He clicked on, and then, slopping again, 
turned round to call out — ' Don’t forget Blackadder 
for the College Stakes. Dead cert. Put your shuts 
on, and was again off. 

" ‘ All very well,’ said Glenister thoughtfully, ' but 
where are our shirts ? Speaking personally, my 
shirt is a return ticket Lo London and about eighteen 
shillings, which I shall need.’ 

" ' Yes,’ said Bradley. ' And I’m no better off, 
confound it ! " 

" ‘ You forget,' said I, ' that I have a five-pound 
note in my pocket intended as our joint tij) to old 


* From London Lavender, 
*33 
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Rice/ (Rice was Regan's butler). ' Lucky wa 
decided to put it aside.’ 

“ ' Yes,’ said Glcnister, ' but that’s the butler s. 

" ' Not till to-morrow,' said I. 

“ ‘ No,’ said Bradley, ‘ not till to-morrow.’ 

" * But hang it all,’ said Glcnister, who was~^ 
precisian and adored his conscience, ' where are WQ 
if we piit it on this horse and the beggar loses ? I 
know these dead certs. It won’t be’ Rice’s to^ 
morrow, then, will it ? To my mind, it’s his now^ 
and we ought to respect Ws ownership. It was to 
make sure of his hamng it that we gave it to the Goat 
to keep.’ 

" 1 was the Goat. How funny to think of it now 1 
1 haven’t been called the Goat for hundreds of years/; 
" O father,” said Ann, " may 1 call you the Goat ?/’ 
" Certainly not,” said the Kmght. " I admitted 
that Glcnister was logical,” he continued, " ‘ But aU 
the same,’ I said. ‘ here’s a straight tip, and it's a 
sin not to use it. One doesn’t often get them, and 
to start a whole menagerie of sophistries in return 
is the kind of ingratitude tlmt Providence doesn’t 
soon forgive."' 

" ' Of course,’ said Bradley. ' The Goat’s right. 
And, after all, there’s no sense in being so infernally 
conscientious. A gamble’s a gamble, and old Ric» 
would be almost as pleased to hear that we had 
put his fiver on a horse as to have it shoved into 
his hand.’ 

" Glcnister laughed. * I say no more,' he said. 
‘ You do what you like with the fiver. Personally,, 
I sliall have ten shillings on Blackadder to win, 
although why on earth we all swallow that soldier 
man'.s advice so unquestionably I shall never undet*. 
stand/ 

” ‘ If the Goat will lend me two pounds,'’ said 
Bradley, ' I will back Blackadder for a pound ea^h 
way.' 

'■ ' The Goat won’t,’ said I, * All that the Go^ 
proposes to do is to put the butler’s fiver on to 
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" This, later, I did, haxdng found a bookmaker 
who was giving 10 to i ; and, true to Captain 
O’Driscoll’s word, Blackaddcr romped in an easy 
'winner. 

" I collected '^tlie eleven rustling five-pound notes 
and stowed them carefully away inside my coat, 
and in the later afternoon we drove back. Naturally 
wc had a good deal to say about the racing, our 
foitunate meeting with O’Driscoll, and so forth. 
And then suddenly Glenister remarked, ' I wonder 
what the old boy ivill do with it ? Set up as a 
small tobacconist in Dublin, do you think ? ’ 

'' ' WTiat old boy ? ' I asked. 

“ ' '\\Tij','-Rico, of course.’ 

, " ' You can't set up as a small tobacconist on five 

pounds,” said Bradley. ‘ At least, if you did, you'd 
be so small a tobacconist tbat your customer would 
want a microscope.’ 

” ' Don't be an idiot,' said Glenister. ‘ He'll have 
fifty-five pounds, won’t he ? ’ 

" Bradley and I were silent. This was a proposi- 
tion that needed thought. 

" I don’t see why he should have more thfm the 
fiver,' I said at last, ' It ivas all we were going to 
give him, wasn’t it ? You ^vill admit that ? ’ 

" ' Certainly,* said Glenister. ' It was 1 im fiver, 
and you were keeping it for him, weren’t you ? 
You won't deny that ? ' 

'' ' In a way I was.’ I said. 

" ' O lav? ! ' groaned Bradley. ' What a hair- 
splitter 1 ’ 

" ‘ Very well, then,’ said Glenister. ' You had 
Rice’s five pounds and you gambled with it — in 
itself a jolly unprincipled thing to do, as it wasn't 
yours : poor dc^^ls are doing time all over the place 
lor much less ; and now, when your flutter turns up 
trumps, you deny him — ^who might have been your 
victim — the benefit I I call it downnght mean — 
squahd, in fact.’ 

'' ' You make it sound rottei^’ I said ‘ but there’s 
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a fallacy somewTicre. To begin isitli, as I said before, 
it isn’t "tbe butler’s o-svn money till to-morrow. He 
hadn’t earned it till the end of our -idsit. If it wasn’t 
his it is onrs, and we could do as we liked with it. 
We did and the result is we have now enough to 
diiide up into sixteen pounds, thirteen siiilhngs, and 
fourpenoe each, which I shall be pleased to give yon 
directly we get back, while Rice has his Sver intact.^ 

" ‘ Xot for me,’ said Glenister. ' I won five pounds 
with my own ten bob, and that’s all I mahe out of 
Blackadder.' I can’t take your sixteen pounds odd, 
because it isn’t mine. I may snore, as yon agree to 
allege, but I'm not a thief.’ 

'* ’ O law 1 ’ Bradley groaned again. ' My dear 
Glenister, you’re talking hke a Herbert Spencer sort 
of ass. All it means is that the Goat and 1 will 
have to take twenty-five pounds each ? ’ 

" • Ho,' said Glenister, ‘wou can’t do that ; because 
a third, at any rate, of the original fiver was mine, 
or, as I hold, the butler’s, and he must have what 
that share made. You and the, Goat can take the 
sixteen pounds odd each, but the butler must have 
my third and the original fiver besides. But I don’t 
envy you your explanation to him.' 

" ' 5so,’ I said after a while, ' either the butler must 
have all or none. I can see that.’ 

" ’ Dash the whole stupid business 1 ’ exclaimed 
Bradlej-. ' Let him have it all. We’ll be generous.’ 

" ' It belongs to him,’ said Glenister. * There’s no 
generosity in -file matter. Thera’s nothing but justice 
or injustice.' 

“ ' Very well,' Bradley snapped out. ' I’m tired 
of it- Kext time I go to a race-meeting I'll take care 
it’s not with a blooming Socrates.’ 

*' ' Then that’s settled,' I said as cheerfullv as I 
could. ' Rice has the lot.' 

The lot,’ said Glenister. ' I’ll admit it’s enongb, 
but there’s no other course.’ 

" W e rode the r^t of the way in disgust and silence, 
and then ” — ^here Sir Gaston began to laugh — " and 



THE GAMBLERS ryy 

then the rummest thing happened. Regan’s groom 
met us at the stable-yard and took the mare’s head. 
He seemed to be unusually excited, and I wondered 
if he had learned that he, too, had backed a winner. 

I’m afraid you'll find the house a bit upset,' he 
said to Glenister, ' but the fact is, there’s been a little 
trouble while you were away. The butler's bolted. 
It seems he’s been dishonest for a long time, and 
to-day he thought the game was up and ran.’ 

" ' We looked at each other and then a threefold 
sigh rent the air. 

" Bradley suddenly began to roll with laughter. 

" Glenister for a while did not speak. Then, ‘ I’ll 
trouble you,* he said to me, ' for sixtefen pounds, 
thirteen shillings, and fourpence, and the third of a 
five-pound note.' " 

I wondered what were Sir Gaston’s feeUngs as to 
his prospective son-in-la'w’s gambling propensities, 
and later, on the. way back, he enlightened me. 

" It’s an odd busmess, tliis," he said, " to you and 
me, for I take it that you, hke myself, were brought 
up in a middle-class way by quiet and God-fearing 
parents. Here we are with a lot of young people 
doing a thing which my father would have heartily 
diMpproved of, and which we should have the 
greatest difficulty in defending if we were accused 
of it in public by a professional religious man or 
enthusiastic philanthropist. You, of course, would 
have a comparatively ea-sy time. You would come 
out merely as a retired gentleman from abroad who 
was interested in social customs. But I — I am a 
Government servant and the father of a young girl 
who is going to marry this racing habitu6. What 
sort of a case should I have ? ’’ 

" Well, if it comes to that,” I said, “ what sort of 
case does one ever hav'c while the prosecution is 
talking ? Personally, I always agree with my own 
censors, although dimly I am conscious that there 
is another side to the case — ^mine — if only it could 
be made articulate. AU the same, I, too, have been 
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coar-iderisg^ tts-c qucstson ol yoirag H'izth.zote. Wiafi 
are gorcg to marry ? ” 

" 1 iavca’t a notion,*' sard Sir Gastoa. AH I 
know is that it 'wiH be later rather than sooner. My 
dan 
■wh.' 

has enoagh iastinot and good feehng to realise that 
once she is married irresponsibiiity ssill cease. Si» 
has not enongh emotional independence to be impati- 
ent for marriage. Heath note seems to me precisely 
similar in temperament. Hence I look tipon them 
as tT»b' of the most ensnable creamres living. I sit 
and ~atch. them at their snpcrSciai jokes and snper-^ 
nciai isranglings, and most of ail at their frivolon# 
plan-makings for the morrerw, and consider them the t 
fieirs of the ages m the happiest sense. The best oe-' 
it is that both ate reallj cxceciingiy sensible, and if 
dhiy needs a shock — snch as standing at the altar 
steps in their best clothes, with a reslly ssriota 
person in a smphee saving rsaily serions things — ^to 
steady them for life. Ana, who has already ^owa 
her capacity for work and rontins, having learned 
typing thoronghiy in an cSce, will instantly bocome - 
a wife and Heathoote instantiv* a hnsband/ He wiB s 
adopt regniar habits, come home to Innci, and veiy»^ 
hkely keep accounts. The v'cry harmless fcim 
•?^d oats that they are sowing now I don't fear m ^ 
the least, I should be much more alarmed if they 
were always embracing and whenever they walleed:'' 
ent he took hex arm and they were both hastening . 
the ^wedding i then I should fear that the dame 
^gnt die down too quickly, and trouble fnllow. 

tvr{>-— Ihsy’re all riglit- 'xh.sy luiver mk* 
•pJtiLa contempt for tzea ether which oontams fiMf- 
best pramic-e,’* 

I dme say Sir Gacten is right- He seems to be ' 
remarks caused me to nr^s kraotm’»< 
-..and cndcT the rug with more tLan usual fondness. 

-Gf really selnsh, even tf she shareH 

■witn tex father a pervereify which made her wdiisg- 
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to appe^u- so ; for when once we found ourselves in 
a block, and were conscious of the crying of a small 
cMd, with its mother, father, and two other children 
in a donkey barrow, it was Ann who saved the 
situation. Never have I heard such pitiful wailing. 
The mother was tired and cross, and in no mood to 
be patient with it ; the father was cross too, and the 
other’ children began to whimper in sympathy. 
Before anyone knew what she was about, Ann had 
jumped out of the car, taken the child from its 
mother, and was giving it one of Dollie's expensive 
chocolate creams and saying pretty crooning things 
to it. The mother and other children had the rest 
of the box, and in a short time all were happy again. 

" But although it amuses me to watch them,” Sir 
Gaston continued, “ I can’t find much real satisfac- 
tiori in it. My other daughter, Allison, is completely 
lost to me, except for letters, for her husband has 
taken her to Ceylon. And now Ann is going ; ^d 
deprived of any society of the younger generation, 
which, however, it may irritate us at times, helps us 
to keep young and in touch with the day (I can say 
' topping' with the best of them, although ‘wow- 
wow ' is beyond me), I have no alternacLve but to 
'become old. And old age has no kind of attractive- 
ness. I have' no patience with people who profess 
to enjoy growing old. They merely remind one of 
those lines of the American poet ; — 

'* Unto each man comes a day when his favourite slas 
forsake him, 

And he complacently thinks he has forsaken his sins. 

Speaking for myself, who am nearing sixty, I would 
say that the only piece of satisfaction that the process 
of ageing has brought to me is the knowledge that 
the .word ‘ unshrinkable ’ has no real basis in fact. 
But I do not call myself really old yet. Not till a 
young woman offers me her seat in a ^Iway com- 
partment will that tragedy really be mine. At that 
moment I shall know Uiai all is up.” 



STUDIES IN CONSOLATION* 

I 

M r. and Mrs. Linsey-Martell lived a life of dis- 
agreement. 

Mr. Linsey-Martell was a novelist in a modest but 
capable way. 

Mrs. Linsey-Martell did not dislike her husband, 
and was annoyed when he was away, but she took no 
interest in his work, never read his novels, and rarely 
mentioned him to her friends except in disparage- 
ment, referring to him not exactly as a brute but an 
incubus. 

Mr. Linsey-i\Iartell died. 

Jtirs. Linsey-Martell was p)lunged in dismay ; yet 
the dressmaker’s visit was not without excitement, 
and her mind dwelt more on the future than the past. ' 
The nS.vt dajeshe was astonished by the arrival of 
two ioumalists ^fnuKa few minutes of each other, 
asking for details con^rning Mr. Linsey-Martell’s 
career, which she supplieH iir ^ colourless narrative. 

During 'the morning Three similar applications 
were made, and as she relied to them she began to 
be conscious of a new feehrVg concerning Mrs. Linsey- 
Martell in which somethiruS Jike pride had a part. 
Emotion once interrupted iKer narrative. 

As Mrs. Linsey-Martell \rcad tlie notices in the 
papers the next day, she \realised that it was an 
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Interesting thing to be the widow of a great writer. 
Her heart beat. 

From an article in a weeldy paper, Mrs. Linsey- 
Martell learned a number of adjectives to apply to 
her husband’s works. 

***** 

Mrs. Linsey-Martell had all Mr. Linsey-Martell’s 
books bound in morocco, richly tooled, and a little 
bookcase made specially for them. 

***** 

Mrs. Linsey-Martell thinks nothing of any other 
author. 


II 

As the body of William Smith was Iea^'ing the 
cemetery ^chapel on its way to the grave, an elderly 
gentleman of aristocratic mien alighted from an 
electric brougham, and after a word, with an official, 
joined the little band of mourners. 

William Smith was moving more slowly than he 
ever had done in life, for he had been a commercial 
traveller noted for his briskness until double pneu- 
monia set in. 

Mrs. Smith had seen her husband infrequently, 
and then only for brief week-ends, but she respected 
him deeply, was grateful for the position to which he 
had raised her, and, weeping steadily now at the 
graveside, had accepted grief as her destiny. 

The ceremony over, the stranger approached Mrs. 
Smith in an attitude of sympathetic courtesy, and 
offered her his arm to the gate. He told her how highly 
he had always valued her husband, how completely 
they had understood each other, and how difi^erent 
everything had been since they parted. 

The widow listened with respect and satisfaction, 
in no way embarrassed by her ignorance of the 
gentleman’s name, for her husband naturally had 
had many friends unknown to herself, although this 
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one certainly seemed to be, botii in attire and in ad- 
dress, £ar removed above ber idea of the majority of 
tiieta, several of vt'nonx -were indeed present. 

“ if there is anytiiing I can do, hirs. Smith,” said 
the stranger, as he shooh her hand at the gates, *' you 
must vTite to me. Yon vtiU see that I have moved 
to another town house,” and handmg her his card, 
he hired his hat vrith a gesture of reverent courtesy, 
stepped -into nis brougham, "and was driven away. 

The widow looVed at the card, and reeled. It was 
that of the Earl of Borroaaile. 

One by one, as the high tea progressed, anecdotes 
of the Earl of Borroaaile came to the memory of this 
guesr and that — his v, ealth, his career, his wild oats, 
his famons or infamous ancssti^v bnt most of all, 
reenrfiag and recurring, his perfect manners, the 
unmistakable aCabihtj' of your true nobleman, as 
compared with the supercilious condescension of the 
spurious political or newspaper breed, with a word 
ibr the modesty (or craftmess) of the deceased in. « 
keeping so distinguished a friendship a secret from 
his older pals. 

The next day one of the gnests_^nt the i-idow' 
not only a cabinet photograph of the eafl but also his 
caricature, by no means unkindly done, from Va%£iy 
Fair. These pictures, one in the parlour framed in 
and one in Mrs Smith's bedroom in plush, may 
now be seen, with the widow often, before them^ 
pcautlng -them out to her friends and callers, with 
suitable memories not only of the jiser himself but 
of 1 m intimacy with her husband : except for a 
shfniag drop of pride perfectly the mistress of herself, 
serene ia anecdotage. Eor by the infinite goodness 
of God she has nei er learned that the Earl of Borro- 
daile wm under the impression that he was consoling 
the widow of 'VS’illiam Smith, his old pensioned valet, 
■whose funeral had been in progress only a fc'vr yard* 
distant at the same time. 



THE LIFE SPHERICAL* 

I T "vras a beautiful September day, and they 
floated softly over green Surrey. 

*' ^d this IS England 1 " said the foreigner. “ I 
' am indeed glad to be here at last, and to come’ in 
such a way." 

" You could not,” the other replied, " have chosen 
a more novel or entertaining means of seeing the 
country for the first time.-” 

They leaned over the edge of the basket and 
looked down. The earth was spread out like a 
map : -they could sec the shape of every meadow, 
penetrate every chimney. 

" How beautiful,” said the foreigner. ” How 
'"orderly and precise. No wonder you conquered 
the world, you English. How unresting you must 
be 1 But what,” he went on, " is the emplojunent 
of those men there, on that great space ? Are they 
practising warfare ? See how -they walk in couples, 
followed by small boys bent beneath some burden. 
One stops. The boy gives him a stack. He seems 
to be addressing himself to the performance of a 
debcate nte. See how he waves his hands. He 
has struck something. See how they all move on 
together ; what purpose m their stride ! It is the 
same all over the place— men in pairs, pursuing or 
striking, and small bent boys following. Tell me 
what they are doing. Are -they tacticians ? " 

" No," said the other, ” "they are merely playing 
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golf. That plain is called a golf links. There are . 
thousands like that in England. It is a game, a 
recreation. These men are resting, recreating. 
You cannot see it because it is so small, but there 
is a little wlrite ball which they hit.” 

- " The pursuit has no other purpose ? ” asked 

the foreigner. “ It teaches notliing ? It does not 
lead to military skill ? *' , 

" No.” 

" But don't the boys play too ? ” 

” Oh, no. They only carry.” 

The foreigner was silent for a while and then he 
pointed again. " Sec,” he said, ” that field with the 
white figures. I haa'e noticed so many. What are 
they doing ? One man runs to a spot and waves 
his arm ; another, some distance away, waves a club 
at something. Then he runs and another runs. 
They cross. They cross again. Some of the other 
figures run too. VTiat does that mean ? That surely 
is practice for warfare ? ” 

“ No,” said the other, " that is cricket. Cricket 
* is also a game. There are tens of thousands of 
fields like &at all over England. They are merely 
playing for amusement. The man who waved his 
arm howled a hall ; the man who waved his^ club 
bit it. You cannot sec the ball, but it is there. ” 

The stranger was silent again. A little later he 
drew attention to another field. " What is that ? ” 
he said. " There are men and girls with clubs all 
running among each other. Surely that is war.’” 
Sec how they smite ! WTiat Amazons I No wonder 
England leads the way 1 ” 

" No,” said the other, " that is hockey. Another 
game.” 

" And is there a ball there too ? " ho asked. 

" Yes,” was the reply, ” a ball.” 

“ But see the garden of that house,” he remarked ; 
” that is not hockey. There are only four, hut two 
are women. They also leap about and run. and wave 
their arms.. Is there a ball there ? . 
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"Yes.” was'tlie reply, "there ia a ball there. 
That is lawn tennis,” 

" But the white lines," he said. " Is not that, 
perhaps, out-door mathematics ? That surely may 
, help to serious things ? " 

"No,” the other replied, "only another game. 
There are milhons of such gardens in England with 
similar lines.” 

" Yes,” he said, for they were then over Surbiton, 
** I see them at tlus moment by the hundred.” 

They passed on to London. It was at that time 
of September when football and cricket overlap, and 
there was not only a crowded cricket match at the 
Oval but an even more crowded football match at 
Chelsea. 

' The foreigjner caught sight of the Oval first. " Ah," 
he said, " you deceived mo. For here is your cricket 
again, played amid a vast concourse. How can 
you call it a game ? These crowds would not come 
to see a game played, but would play one themselves. 
It must be more than you said ; it must be a form of 
tactics that can help to retain England’s supremacy, 
and these men are here to learn.” 

“ No,” said the other, " no. It is just a game. 
In England we not only like to play games but to 
sec them played.” 

It was then -that the stranger noticed Blackheath. 

" Ah, now I have you 1 ” he cried. " Here is another 
field and anotlier crowd ; but this is surely a battle. 
See how they dash at each other. And yes, look, 
one of them has had his head cut off and the other 
kicks it. Splendid ! " 

" No," said the other, " that is no head, that is 
a ball. Just a ball. It is a game, like the others.” 

He groaned. '* Then I cannot see,” he said at 
last, " how England won her -rictories and became 
supreme.” 

"Ah,’* said tlie other, "at the time that Eng- 
land was winning her \'lctories and climbing into 
supremacy, the ball was not her master.” 

K 



THE LOIN OF PORK* 

I 

Mrs. ChiUingham Bull, of " The Ckcviols,” Little 
V/ickling, to Mr. Henry higs. Butcher, of Ltttie 
Wtchling 

"{By hand) 

M rs. CHIIXIKGHAM BUIX, finding that her 
friendly verbal message by her butler to Ivir, 
Ings concerning the nuisance caused by his persis- 
tent kilhng of pigs at the time -when she and her 
household are at family prayers has had no eflect; 
now informs him that she intends to take measures 
to stop the obno.'uous practice. 

Sept. a8 

II 

itir, Henry Jr.gs to Mrs. Chillingham Bull 
{By hand) 

Mes. Chilukghaji Bull, Dear Madam, — It is 
my wish to kill pigs as quietly as possible, not only 
to causa as little nuisance as I can, but also out of 
regard to my own and Mrs. Ing’s ieehngs, both of 
us being sensiiive too. The pig which was killed 
this morning at the time you nhme in yoar favour 
of even date was specially ordered by Sir Cloudesley 
Scnibhs, and could not be kept hack owing to its 

• Trom Character and Comedy, 
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being marlcet day at Boxton and my killer having 
to be there. — I am, yours obediently, Henhv Ings 
Sepi. 28 


III 

Mrs. ChiUingham Bull io Sir CloudesUy SonAhs 
{By hand) 

Dear Sir Cloudesley, — I am sorry to trouble 
you, but you must put the blame upon my desire 
to suppress a growing nuisance in our otherwise 
peaceful village. Ings, the butcher, has contracted 
the disagreeable habit of killing his pigs between 
S.30 and 9, the very time at w'hich we have family 
praj'ers, and 5’ou cannot conceive how discordant 
and heartrending are the screams that reach our ears 
ticross the lawn at that time. Perks remonstrated 
with him some time ago, and we thought the matter 
over ; but tliis morning it broke out again with re- 
newed vdolence, and on my sending a peremptory 
note, Ings says that the pig was killed at that hour 
by your instructions. I shall be glad to hear from 
yon that you repudiate the responsibility. — ^Yours 
sincerely, Adela Chiixingham Bull 

Sept. 28 

IV 

Sir Cloudesley Scrubbs to Mrs. Chillinghatn Bull 
{By hand] 

Dear Mrs. CinLLiNGHAM Bull, — It is quite true 
that I ordered the pig, as we are expecting friends 
who are partial to pork. But 1 specified no time 
for its demise, least of all that half-hcur in which you 
perform your devotions. Ings, who is the most ci^-il 
of men, surely must mean that he understood I was 
in a hurry, and therefore killed the pig directly the 
post came in. — ^Believe me, dear Mrs. Chillingham 
Bull, yours very truly, 

Vincent Cloudesley Scrubbs 


Sept. 28 
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Mrs. Chillingham Bull io Mr. Ings 
{By hand) 

Mrs. ClullrngTiam Bull having made enquiries of 
Sir Cloudesley Scrubbs finds that Mr. Ings was quite 
mistaken in thinking that there was any need for < 
the hilling of the pig to occur when it did, and after 
what has happened she intends to remove her cust<)m , 
to a Boxton butcher as a mark of her displeasure, 
SeptrsiS 

'VI 

Mv.^Ings io Mrs. Chillingham Bull 
{By hand) 

Mr. Ings presents his compliments to Mrs. Chilling- 
ham Bull, and begs to enclose his account of 
£iS, 5 s, 6 ^d., immediatepayment of which would obbge. 
He also wishes to give notice that the next time he 
catches any of Mrs. Chillingham Bull’s fowls in his 
garden (notice of same having previously been given, 
and a stoppage of the nuisance promised) he intends 
to rTOng its neck. 

Sepi. -2.8 

VII 

Mrs. CMlhngham Bull Io Sir Cloudssley ScruUbs 
{By hand) ' 

Bear Sir Cloudesley. — 1 hasten to send you the 
enclosed oSensive missive from Ings, in response to 
one from me saying that I could not deal with him 
any more. ^ I think that j’ou will see the matter in 
the same light that I do. In such cases neighbours 
must stand by each other for mutual protection and 
the harmony of hfe. — Yours sincerely, 

^ Sepi . 28 Adela Chillikgham Bull ^ 

VIII 

Sir Cloudesley Scrubbs to Mrs. Chtllhigham Bujl 
{By hand) ‘ T 

_ Bear Mrs Chillingham Bull, — With every desira 
in the world to oblige you I do not see my way^ 
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^ you Seem to suggest, to cease to deal with lugs. 
For one thing wc like the quahtj- of his moat ; for 
another — and you must pardon my frankncss~I 
cannot consider that he has shown anj'thmg more 
objectionable than an independent spirit. You say 
nothing about the fowls, which ho seems to look upon 
as a gi lovancc at any rate not more imaginary than 
the pig-kiliing. — ^Beliet’c me, dear Mrs. Chilhngham 
Bull, yours very truly, 

VlN'CHN'T CLOUDHSLEY ScRUBBS _ 

Sefif. 28 

IX 

Afrs. Chillingham Bull lo Sir Cloudeshy Scrubbs 
(By hand) 

Devr Sir Ccoonnsi.cY, — I am sincerely pained at 
the new which you take. I cannot sec what can 
come oi village life, if, as I said before, wo do not stand 
by each other. Ings has been most rude to me, and 
he must be brought to his senses, — Yours truly, 

Adela Chillingham Bull 

Sept. 28 

X 

Mrs. Chillingham Bull to Mr. Blades, Butcher, 
Doxton 

Will Mr. Blades please send to Mrs. Chillingham 
Bull to-morrow morning a fore-quarter of lamb and 
a wing-rib of beef ? 

Sept. a8 

XI 

Mr. Perhs to Mr. Blades 

Dear Sir, — ^Mrs. Chillingham Bull of, "The 
Cheviots," Little Wielding, having decided to change 
her butcher, and having begun to send you orders, 

I thought it interesting to let you know that it was 
by my advice that her choice fell on you. — Yours 
truly, Henry Perks 

Oct. I 
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xn 

Mrs. ChiUinghayn BvU to Mr. Blades ^ 

Mrs. ChilUngham Bull is very dissatisfied faofli with 
the quality of Mr. Blades’ meat and the excessive 
proportion of bone and suet, to which her attention 
has been called by her butler. Unless an improve- 
ment occurs she will have to change her butcher. 

Ocl. 5 

XIII 

Mrs. ChilUngha,n Btill to Mr. Earwaker, Butcher, 
Boxion 

Will Mr. Eanvaker please send' to Mrs. Chillingham 
Bull to-morrow morning a leg of mutton and a sirloin 
of beef ? 

Ocl. lo 

XIV 

Mr. Perhs to Mr. Earveaher 
Dear Sir, — ^Mrs. Chillingham Bull, of "The 
Cheviots," Little tVickling, haviw decided to change 
her butcher, and having begun 'to send you orders, 
1 thought it interesting to let you Imow that it was 
by my advice that the choice fell on you. — Yours 
truly’, Hexrv Perks 

Oct. 12 

XV 

Mrs. Chillittgham Bull to Mr. Earwaker 

Mrs. Chillingham Bull is very dissatisfied both with 
the quahty of JIr, Eanvakcr’s meat and the excessive 
proportion of bone and suet, to which her attention 
has been drawn bjr her butler. Unless an improve- 
ment occurs she will have to change her butcher. 

Oct. IS 

^ ’ XVI 

Mrs. OhxUmgham Bull io the Rev. Dr. Baylham 

Dear RecrdRy^— 1 am sorry you are a%\ay' from 
home, because thcl*? is a httle difficulty in the village 
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which can be settled only by yourself. Mr. Pipes, 
though his sermons are irreproachable, and he is most 
kind, has not the needful tact. 

To make a long story short, your petted church- 
warden, Ings, a few weeks ago, was very rude to me 
and I had to take away our custom. The Boxton 
butchers are, however, vciy bad, and on thinking it 
ov'er 1 am inchned to pardon Ings, but I am afraid 
from the attitude which he took up that he may not 
accept my forgiveness in the spirit in wliicli it is 
offered ; winch would, of course, be very unfortunate 
and wholly mimical to the haimony of village life. I 
therefore write to ask you if you would ivrite to 
him. 

Perks, who is much distressed about it all, tells me 
that we shall never have good meat from the other 
butchers, and ho is continually urging me to return 
to Ings ' Will you not, dear Rector, once more prove 
yourself the Little Wicklmg mediator ? — Your grate- 
ful friend, Adela Chillingham Boll 

P.S.—l hope you are enjoying Chamounix. I was 
there with my dear husband in iSSf. 

Ocf. 17 

' xvn 

ij Dr- Basil Baylham to the Rev. Giegory Pipes 

Dear Pipes, — Our friend at " The Chevaots ” 
seems to have done something to offend poor Ings, 
-with the result that that good man has been aban- 
doned in favour of tlio Boxton trade. Knowmg both 
as we do, there can be little doubt as to where the 
fault lies. Mrs. Bull wnates to me asking for my 
mediation, because, although her spirit is willing to 
contiiiue the fray, the flesh is weak, and recollections 
of lug’s excellent fillets seem to be crowding appctis- 
iagly upon her, as she struggles nuth the Boxton 
gristle. I leave the solution to you with perfect 
confidence. — Yours, B. 

Od. 20 
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XVIII 

Mr, Henry Jngs to Mrs. Ckiihngham Bull 
Received with thanks cheque 
for £i%, 5s. 7d. 

Henry Ings 

Oct. 22 

XIX 

Mrs. ChillingTtam Bull to Mr. lugs 
Understanding from her butler that Sir. Tngs has 
recently lolled a pig, Mrs ChiUingham Bull m ould be 
glad if Mr. Ings would send her a loin'of pork. 

Oct. 22 


Stamp 




THE LETTER N* 

* - A Tragedy in High Life 

Extract from the copy of Harold Pippctt, only reporter 
for " The Easlbtny Hoald," as handed to the 
compositor, 

I 

INQUIRIES M'liicli liavc been made by one of 
our representatives yield tlie gratifying tidings 
Ibat Kildin Hall, the superb Tudor residence 
vacated a year or so ago by Lord Glossthorpe, is 
again let. The new tenant, who will be a valued 
addition to the neighbourhood, is Mr. Michael 
Stining, a retired banker. 

II 

From " The Easthury Herald," 2 Scfl. 

Inquiries which have been made by one of our 
ropresontattves yield the gratifying tidings tliat 
Itildin Hall, the superb Tudor residence vacated 
a year or so ago by Lord Glossthorpe, is again let. TJie 
new tenant, who will be a valued addition to the 
neighbourhood, is Mr. Mchacl Stirring, a retired 
baker. 

.Ill 

Mr. Gay Lander, Estate Agent, to the Editor of " The 
Easibtuy Herald." 

Dear Ted, — T here’s a fearful bloomer in your 
paper this week, which you must put nght as soon 
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as you can. Mr. Stirring, who has talren Eildin, is 
not a baker, but a banker. Yours. G. L. 

TV 

The Editor of '* The Easibii^y Herald ” io Mr. Guy 
Lander. 

My Djear Gijv, — O f course it’s only a misprint. 
Pippett Y-rote " banker ” right enough, and the 
ass of a compositor dropped out the " n.” I’ll put 
it nght next week. Ho sensible person would 
mind. Yours, Edward Hedges. 

V 

Mrs. Michael Stirring to the Editor of " The East- 
bury Herald." , 

Sir, — ^M y attentioa has been cahed to a very 
serious misstatement in your paper for Saturday last. 
It is there stated that my husband, Mr. Michael 
Stirring, who has taken Itildin Hall, is a retired 
baker, Tlris is absolutely false. Sir. Stirring is 
a retired banker, than wliich nothing could be much 
more different. Mr Stirring is at this moment 
too ill to read the papers, and the slander vtU there- 
fore be kept from him a little longer, but nhat tlie 
consequences will he when he hears of it I tremble 
to think. Kindly assure me that you mil give the 
denial as much pubhcity as the falsehood. 

Yours faitlifuUy, 

Augusta Stirring. 

VI 

The Editor of' The Eastbury Herald " io Mrs. Michael 
Stirring. 

Tlie Editor of “ The Eastbury' Herald " presents hie 
compliments to Mrs. Stirring and begs to express 
his profound regret that the misprint of which she 
^mplams should have crept into his pa.per. That 
it was amisprint and not an intentional misstatement 
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he has tha reporter’s copy to prove. He will, of 
course, insert in the next issue of " The Easthury 
Herald ” a paragraph correcting the error, but he 
Mould point out to hirs. Stirring tliat it was also 
stated in ,thc paragraph that hlr. Stirring would be 
a valued addition to the neighbourhood. 

.VII 

Mrs. Slhriitg fo the Editor of " The Easthury 
Herald." 

Sir, — ^Whatever the cause of the slander, whether 
malice or misadventure, the fact remains that yoa 
have done a very cruel thing. I enclose a cutting 
from the 'London' Press, sent me by a friend, which 
will show you that llie calumny is becoming widely 
spread. Mr. Stirring is so weak arid dispirited 
that we fear he may have got some inkling of it. 
Your position if he discovers the worst -will be temblo, 

. I am, Yours faithfully, 

Augusta Stirring. 

(Tiid Enclosure) 

EroM " TJiffi Moxnhtg Star." 

Signs of the Times 

We get the new movement in a nutshell in tli^ 
report from Eastbury that Lord Glossthorpc ha^ 
let his histone house to a retired baker named 
Stirring, etc., etc. 

VIII 

From " The Eastbury Herald," g Seft. 

Erratum. — In our issue last week an unfortunate 
mispnnt made us state that the new tenant of Kildm 
Hall was a retired baker. The word was of course 
banker. 

IX 

Mr. John Bridget, Bahcr, to the Editor of " The 
Eastbury Herald." 

Dear Hedges, — I was both pained and si^riscd 
to find a man of your principles and a friend of 
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■nn'nft i^rnting of Ijakers as 5*011 did this week- MTiy 
should yon " of course '* ba\ e meant a banker 1 
Whv cannot a retired baker take a fire bouse if be 
wants to ? I am thorougbly ashamed of you, and 
wash to withdraw my advertisement from yodr 
paper. Yours truly, Johk Eridger. 

X 

Messts. Greenery &• Bills, Steam Bakery, Dum- 
bridge. 

Dear Sir, — ^After the ofiensfve slur upon bakers 
in the current number of your paper we feel that 
we have no other course but to withdraw oar 
advertisement; so please discontinue it from this 
date. Yours faithfully, 

Greemery & Biels. 

XI 

Mrs. Stirring to the Editor oj " The Easihury 
Herald.’' 

Sir, — I fear you have not done your best to check 
the progress of your slanderous paragraph, since 
only this morning I recebed the enclosed You 
will probably not be surprised to learn that through 
your efiorts the old-world paradise of Kildin, in. 
■which we had hoped to end our da5*s, has been 
rendered impossible. We could not settle in a 
new neighbourhood with such' an initial handicap, 

- Yours truly, Augusta Stirrikg. 

(The Ekclosure) 

From " The Daily Leader ” 

The Triuxph or Democracy 
After King emp'ty for nearly -two years Lord 
Glossthorpe’s country seat has b^n let to a retired 
baker named Stirring, etc., etc. 

' XII 

3 frs. Michael Stirring to Mr. Guy Lander. 
De^^r Sir, — After the waj* that the good namg 
and fame of my husband and mj-self have been 
poisoned both in the local and the London Press, we 
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cannot think further of coming to live at Kildin Hall, 
Every post brings from one or other of nay friends 
some paragraph perpetuating the lie. IQndly there- 
fore consider the negotiations completely at an end. 
I am. Yours faithfully, 

Augusta Sxisrin-g. 


XIII 

The Editor oj " The Easihitry Herald ” to Mr, 
John Bridget. 

Dear Bridger, — You were too hasty. A man 
has to do the best he can, Wien I wrote " of course, ’’ 
I meant it as a stroke of irony. In other words, 
I was, and am, and ever shall be, on your side. You 
will be glad to hear that in consequence of the whole 
thing I have got notice to leave, my proprietor 
being under obligations to Lord Glossthorpe, and 
you may therefore restore your patronage to “ The 
Herald ” with a clear conscience. 

Yours sincerely, Edward Hedges, 

XIV 

The Editor oj " The Easibttry Herald " to Mrs, 

^ Stirring. 

The Editor of " The Eastbury Herald " presents 
his compliments to Mrs. Stirring for the last time, 
and again assures her that the whole trouble grew 
from the natural carelessness of an overworked 
and underpaid compositor. He regrets sincerely 
the unhappiness ~which that mistake has caused, 
and loolvS forward to a day when retired bakers 
and retired bankers will be considered as equally 
valuable additions to a neighbourhood. In retire- 
ment, as in the grave, he likes to think of all men 
as equal. With renewed apologies for the foul 
aspersion which he cast upon Mr. and JIrs. Stirring, 
he begs to conclude. 

jP,S _ 3 Mxs. Stirring will be pleased to hear that 
not only the ’writer but the compositor are under 
notice to leave. 



THE CHAUFFEUR* 

I 

Mrs. Adrian Armyne io her siskr 
(Exlraci) 

■Vir/E have found a most dclighiftil chauffeur, a 
VV Prenchman named Aclnllc Lc Bon, uho 
speaks English perfcctU-, although vith a fascinating 
accent, and is altogcUicr most friendly and ucefuh 
He is continually doing little things for me, and it is 
nice too to have someone to talk I'rench vith. 
Adrian's conversational French has always been very 
rust}'. You remember how in that little shop at 
Avignon in 1SS7 he said ” Quel dommage ? for 
" 'W’ijat is the price ? '* 

II 

Mr, Adtian Armyne io the Conservative Agent at WiJ~ 
Chester 

Mr. Adrian Armj-ne presents liis compliments to 
Mr. Bashford, and greatly regrets what must look 
very like a slight in his absence from the chair at last 
night’s meeting, but circumstances over which he 
had no control caused him to miss the way in his 
,, motor-car and afterwards to break dowm at a spot 
where it was impossible to get any other vehicle, 
Mr. Armyne cannot too emphaticallj* express his 
regret at the occurrence, and liis hope that trust jn 

* From Character and Comedy. 

' ij* 
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his good faith as a worker in the cause of Fiscal Reform 
may not be permanently shattered. 

III 

Sir Vernon Boyce to Mr. Armyne 

De.4.r Arm\tsie, — I think you ought to know that I 
came across your Frenchman with a gun in the Lower 
Spinney this morning, e%'idently intending to get 
what he could. He explained to me that he dis- 
tinctly understood you to say that ho was at liberty 
to shoot there. How such a misunderstanding can 
have arisen ‘I cannot guess, but he is now clearly in- 
formed as 'to divisions of land and other matters 
wliich apparently are different in France. It is all 
right, but I think you ought to keep an eye on him. — 
Yours sincerely, 

Vernon Boyce, 

IV 

Mrs. Armyne to Iter sister 
{Extract) ' 

Achille is certainly very useful, although his mer- 
curial French nature makes him a little too careless 
about time, and once or twice he has been nowhere 
to be found at important junctures. For instance, 
we completely missed Lord Tancaster’s wedding 
the Other day. 'Not that that mattered very much, 
especially as we had sent a silver inkstand, but Adrian 
is rather annoyed. Achille plays _ the mandoline 
charmingly (we hear him at night in the servants’ 
hall), and he has been teaching me repoussi work, 

V 

Mrs. Armyne to Mrs. Jack Lyon 

Dear Mrs. Lyon, — ^My husband and myself are 
deeply distressed to have put ont_ your table last 
evening, but it was one of those accidents that occur 
now and then, and wliich there is no foreseeing or 
remedying. The fact is that we were all ready to go 
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and had. ordered the car, A\iicn it transpired -ttiat 
Aciiille, oar chaufieur, liad been called to Londoo 
by telegram, and bad left in so great a bnrry that he 
had no time to -a am ns. By the time rre could have 
sent to the village and got a carriage your dinner 
v;ouId have been over, and so ve decided not to go 
at all. Achille has not yet returned, %\hich makes us 
fear that the poor fclloiv, v ho has xelati% es in Soho, 
may have found real trouble — Yours sincerely, 

Emu-v Armyxb. 

- VI 

Afr. Armyne io AckiUe Lt Bon 
Dear Achille, — am very sorry to have to tdl, 
you that it has been made necessary- for ns to ask you 
to go. This is not on account of any dissatisfactitKi 
that v/e have -with you, but merely that Airs. Armyne 
has heard of the son of an^old housekeeper of her 
father’s who wishes for a post as chauSeur, and she 
feels it only right that he should be given a trial. 
You will, 1 am sure, see how the case stands. Per- 
haps we had better say that a month’s notice begins ’ 
from to-day, bat you may leave as much earlier as 
you like. X shall, of course, be only too pleased to db 
all I can to hnd yon another situation, 1 should have 
told you this in person, but had to go to town, arid 
now write because 1 think it would be wrong not to 
let you have as early an intimation of Mrs, Armyne'a 
decision as possible . — 1 am, yours faithfully, 

Adriak Armthk. ' 

VII 

Afr. Armyne io Aciiille Le Bon 
(By hajid) 

Dear AcirnxE, — I am afraid that a letter wiMch 
was posted to you from ILondon when I was last there, 
a month ago, cannot have reached you Tetters are 
scraetimes lost, and this must be one of them. In 
I had to inform ^’ou that Mrs. Arm 5 Tie, having 
made arrangements for an English cbanflevir wluo 
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has claims on tier consideration (being the son of an 
old housekeeper of her father’s, irho ivas lu his service 
for many years, and quite one of the family), it was 
made necessary for us, much against our will, for wo 
esteem you very liighly, to ask you to go. As that 
letter miscarried. I must now repeat tiie month’s 
notice that I then was dorced to give, and the per- 
mission for you to leave at any time within the month 
if you like . — 1 am, yours faithfully, 

Adrian Armynb 

vin 

Mr. Armyne io his nephew, Sidney Burnet 
(Extract") 

There seems to be nothing for it but to sell our car. 
This is a great blow to us, but we cannot go on as we 
are, apparently owning a car but in reality being 
owned by a chauffeur. 

IX 

■ Sidney Burnet to Mr. Armyne 
Dear Uncle, — ^Don’t sell the car. The thing to 
do is to pretend to sell it, get rid of j'cuir Napoleon, 
and then have it back. Why not say I have bought 
it ? I will come over one day soon and drive it home. 
Say Thursday morning. — ^Your affectionate nephew. 


Mr. Atmyne to Mr. Sidney Burnet 

My Dear Sid.vey, — Your plan seems to me to bo 
ingenions, but your aunt is opposed to it. She says 
that Achille might find it out'. Suppose, for ex^ 
ample, he came back for something he had forgotten 
and saw the car in the coach-house again 1 What 
should we do ? Another objection is that poor'Job 
is ill, and Achille remarked to me the other day that 
before he took to engineering ho was a gardener. 
From what I know of him, this means that unless 
Job gets better, Achille— if your plan is carrred 
through — ^will ask to be retained in Job’s place, and 

I, 



THE TESTIMONIAL* 

> 1 

Jabez Copley, of Copley's Stores, to the leading residents 
of Great Burley and neighbourhood 

(CVCLOSTYI.K) 

The Missenden Testimonial Fund 

Dear Sir (or Madam), — I have the honour to in- 
form you that our worthy Stationmaster Mr. Mis- 
senden, having received promotion, is leaving us very 
shortly for a higher sphere of activity, and some of 
his friends met together last night at the " King’s 
Arms " to confer as to a testimonial to be presented 
to him. Greatly to my surprise, I was asked to 
undertake ttie duties of hon. secretary and Aon. 
treasurer, and it is in these capacities that I take the 
liberty of addressing you. The meeting decided to 
open a subscription list 'for Mr. Missenden in the 
town and neighbourhood, and to present him with 
the proceeds and with an illuminated address. 

The following is the address that was drawn up — 1 
may say by myself ; — 

Presented to 

JAMES^ HENRY MISSENDEN 

BY THE GENTRY AND INHABITANTS OF GREAT 
BURLEY 

on the occasion of his departure from that 
Town, -on the completion of nearly Eight 

• From Character and Comedy, 
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Yesrs ol honotirable wmce a? St-.lion M^Ater, 
to take up a po'-t of incte.i'^cd rc^pandbllify at 
Claplsam Junctson — as a mark of ibeir appre- 
ciation of his Courtesy and EfTicsency during 
his period oi ofhcc at Crc?t Bcrley Tcmrinus. 

This addross will be ern{jros:ed in several colaan 
and in gold, •-vith approj'riatc borders and s;roU- 
work (as in the illnnimatcd texts in oar brdrooma) 
by YLbs difilhe Ei'ntJ^fnrv at the s:hooX who is vejjr 
clever and attisUc rvith her hftnds, and presented U» 
Mr. Missenden, with the punc, .at the ” land’s Ansis " 
on a suitable evenmg. — Awaitisig your reply, I am, 
dear Sir (or Madam), yonrs obediently, 

Jabez Copi-t.v 

Hon. See. and Treasurer of the 
Jn.s:en<2cn Testimonial Fund 

Added, IK Mr. Copley's errn har.d, ia a few cf tin 
Utters 

P,S.— It is not ray •wish lo intrude business, bot 1 
fed it would be wrong not to take tliis opportunity 
of informing you that I have just received a par- 
ticularly advantageous line of preterved fruit*, 
which I can do at exlraordinarilv low terms, Ho 
time diould be lost in ordering. 


II . . ' 

2ili:s Milt to Mr. Jabex Copley 

Djkk Mn. COPtEv.—i had no idea that the Statitm- 
master -was going. How interesting to £nd that hi* 
mme js Missenden 1 it -was the name of m v mother'* 
favourite cook. She came, I think from Esher, or 
it may have been Exeter. It is odd how long com ' 
may hve without knowing the name of one's Statioo- 
m^er, although ruy niece tells me it has to b* , 
pamted up somewhere, like a licensed -victnaUer**, 
i tlunk I should lilce to try a box of the preserved 
fruit if it IS really nice. — Yours truly, 

' , Lydia Mnx 
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III 

Sir Charles Transom’s Secretary ia Mr. Jdbez Coffey 

Dear Sir, — Sir Charles Transom directs me to 
present his compliments and to express his regret 
that he must decline to lend his support to the 
-testimonial to the Great Burley Stationmarster. Sir 
Charles dishkes to see this kind of premium put upon 
duty, nor can he forget the want of sj’^mpathetic 
zeal and alacrity displayed by the Stationmaster in 
the autumn of iSgS in, the matter of a lost portman- 
teau containing the manuscript of Sir Charles’ mono- 
graph on the Transom family. — Believe me, yours 
faithfully, , ' 

1 , Vincent A. Lincoln 

' IV 

The Vicar of Great Burley to Mr. Jabez Copley 

Dear Mr. Coplev, — I am afraid I cannot associate 
myself very cordially with the terms of your testi- 
moniid to Mr. Missenden. Eight years is a very short 
period to signalise in this way, and 1 do not care for 
the part played by the “ King’s Arms.” I am sorry 
to have to take tliis line; but we must act as we 
believe. I should be seriously vexed if 3 ’-ou got up 
a testimonial for me after so short a term of work. — I 
am, yours sincerel}'-, 

Reginald Lowther 
V 

- Mr. Jabez Copley to the Vicar of Great Burley 
Reverend Sir, — I regret that you cannot give 
your valuable and esteemed support to the testi- 
mbnial to Mr. Missenden, but I respect your motives. 

1 should like to say in reply to your suggestion about 
a testimonial to yourself and my connection with it, 
that I should never, I hope, so far presume m to take 
the leading part m a movement of this kind for a 
gentleman like yourself. My rule in. life is^ that 
station should keep to station, and I trust I shall 
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never be so foolish as to depart from it. Bnt al- 
though I should not presume to tahe a leading part 
in your testimonial, as you Hndly suggest, I should, 
however, contribute to it with a svhole heart. — 
Belies’e me, yours obediently, 

Jabez Copley ^ i 
Hon. Sec. and Treasurer of tfie 
ilissehden Testimonial Fund 

VI 

Mr. Ayhntr Penistone io Mr. Jabez Copley 
DE.aRMR. CoPtEY. — ^1 do not quite feel disposed to 
give anything to J^Iissenden. Yon should dravr up a 
different testimonial for those of us who travel third- 
class, omitting the word ” courtesy.” — I am, yours 
faithfully, 

Aylmer Penistonb 

VII 

Mrs. Lyon Meunfeney to Mr. Jabez Copley 
Mrs. ilounteuey is very pleased to see, from ilr. 
Coplej'’s letter, that a "spmt of friendliness and 
comradeship is abroad in Great Burley. Would that 
all English towns had the same generous feelings 1 
-lot having used the railway for several years, owing 
to her poor health, Mrs. Mounteaey does not letd 
that she could with propriety identify herself with so 
personal a testimonial, but she wishes it everj’ success, 
hlrs. Slounteney does not care for preserved fruit, 

VIII 

Mr. Murray Collier, L.Jt.C.P., io Mr. Jabez Copley 
Bear Mr. Copley, — A difficulty with regard to 
the boys' boxes, which occurs regularly at the end of 
each term, and %%hich brings oat hir. Missenden's 
native chtirlishncss like a rash, maVres it impos.«>bl6 
for me to support your appeal. After what I have 
bad to saj* and write to the Stationmaster it would 
«em pure pusiIJanimity to give him money and praise. 
May 1, however, suggest the emendatioa”o{ one smaB 
ov eraght in your otherwise tasteful address ? By 
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no jpossible means can our little wayside station be 
described as a " terminus,” which is a Latin word 
signifying the end, as I fancy your son Harold (whom 
we all find a very promising and attractive boy) 
would be able to teU you . — I am, yours sincerely, 

Murray Coixier 
IX 

Mr. Jabcs Copley to the leading residents of Great 
Burley and Neighbourhood 
(cyclostyle) 

The :Missenden Testimohial Fond 
Dear Sir (or Madam), — 1 beg to inform you that 
at an influential and represen tativ-e meeting held last 
evening at the " ICing’s Arms,” it was decided with 
much regret not to take any further steps with regard 
to the testimonial to Mr. Misseaden, and to return to 
the several donors the £4 lys. 6d. which the 'united 
eSorts of myself and two of my assistants have been 
able to collect in the past month, minus an amount of 
one guinea to hliss Millie Feathers for work already 
done on the illuminated address, which cannot, we 
fear, owinig to the peculiar nature of the wording and 
its reference to Clapham J unction, be adapted to suit 
any other person. 

If anything is now done to indicate to Mr. Missenden 
that Great Burley appreciates his services, which is 
very doubtful, it wiU be done by a few personal 
friends, at the " King’s Arms.” I may say here that 
I have decided under no conditions to ever again 
undertake the duties of Secretary or Treasurer of a 
Testimonial, whether hon. or even well paid. — 
Believe me, dear Sir (or Madam), yours obediently, 

Jabez Copley 

P.S. — As I am now laying down for ever the pen 
of the testimonial promoter, I may return to my true 
vocation as a purveyor of high-class provisions by 
saying that I have received this morning a consign- 
ment of sardines of a new and reliable brand, which 
I can do at 6Jd. the box. 
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A Story for CmtDRrs 

Ojcck upon a tinie there Tras a little girl named Clara 
Amabel Katts. She lived in Kensington, near the 
Gardens, and every day when it was fine she walked 
with Miss Hobbs round the Kound Pond. IMiss 
Hobbs was her gos.’emes3. "^STicii it was wet she re^ 
a book, or as much of a book as she could, being still 
rather sveak in the matter of long words. \Mien sh« 
did not read she made wool-svork articles for her 
atiiUs, and now and then somelhing for her mother'* 
birthday present or Christmas present, which was 
•supposed -lo be a secret, but v.’hich her mother, how- 
ever iiard she tried not to look, ahs-ays knew all about. 
But this did not prevent her mother, who was a 
very nice lady, from being extraordinarily surpris«d 
wlicn the present was given to her. (That word 
" cxvraordinanly/'' by the way, is one of tlic words 
which Qara v.'ould has'e had to pass over if she were 
rtadjag tlus story to herscH; bat you, of course, axe 
df>, crer.) 

It was gencrall5’ admitted by Mrs. Platts, and also 
Ip' I.hss Hobbs and Kate "VVoodicy the nurse, that 
Qcra was a very good girl ; but she had one fault 
•whic'n tTOubied them all, and -tliat was too much 
readmes^ in saying what came ir.lo her mind. Mrs. 
Platts -tried to check her by making her count five 

• Iroia Anne'i TtitAU Ccoti Saiurfi 
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^forc she made any comment on what was happen- 
ing, so that she could be sure tliat she really ought 
to say it ; mid Kate Woodley used often to cliclc her 
tongue W'hen Clara was rattling on ; but Mss Hobbs 
had another and more serions remedy. She used to 
tell Clara to ask herself three questions before she 
made any of her quick little remarks. These were 
the questions : (i) " Is it kind ? ” (2) " Is it true ? " 
(3) Is it necessary ? " If the answer to all three 
was ’* Yes,” then Clara might say what she wanted 
to ; otherwise not. The result was tliat when Clara 
and Miss Hobbs walked round the Round Pond Clara 
had very little to say; because, you know, if it 
comes to that, haidly anjtliing is necessary. 

Well, on. December aotli, 1907, the postman 
- brought ^Irs. Platts a letter from Clara’s aunt. Miss 
Amabel Patterson of Chislehurst, after whom she 
had been named, and it was tliat letter which makes 
this story. It began by sajung that Miss Patterson 
would very much like Clara to have a nice Christmas 
present, and it went on to say that if she had been 
very good lately, and coatiaued good up to the time 
of buying the present, it was to cost seven-and-six, 

, but if she had not been very good it was to cost only 
a shilling. This shows you tlie kind of aunt Misa 
Patterson was. For myself, I don’t think -that at 
Christmas-time a matter' of good or bad behaviour 
ought to be remembered at all. And I think that 
everything then ought to cost seven-and-six. But 
Miss Patterson had her own way of doing things ; 
and it did not really matter about the shilling at all, 
becahse, as it was agreed that Clara had been very 
good for a long time, JIrs. Platts (w ho did not admire 
Miss Patterson’s methods any more than we do) 
naturally decided that unless anything were still to 
happen (which u as very unlikely with six-and-sixpence 
at stake) the present should cost seven-and-six, just - 
as if nothing about a shilling had ever been said. 

Unless anything stere siill to happen. Ah ! Every- 
thing in this story depends on that. 
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Clara was as good as gold all the morning, and sh6 
and Miss Hobbs inarched round ilic Round Pond 
like soldiers, Miss Hobbs telldng all Ibe time and 
Clara as dumb as a fish. At dinner also she be- 
haved beautifully, although the pudding -w-as not 
at all what she liked ; and then it was time for hef 
mother to take her out to buy the present. So, stdl 
good, Clara ran upstairs to be dressed. 

As I daresay you know, there arc in Kensington 
High Street a great many large shops, and the 
largest of these, which is called Biter’s, has a very 
nice way every December of filling one of its windows 
(wliich for the rest of the year is full of dull tilings, 
such as tables, and rolls of carpets, and coal scuttles) 
with such seasonable and desk able articles as boat* 
for tlio Round Pond, and dolls of all sorts and 
and steam engines with quite a lot of rails and sig- 
nals, and cloclavork animals, and guns. And when 
you go inside you can’t help hearing the gramaphon#. 

It was into this shop that Mrs. Platts and Clara 
w'ent, wondering whether they would buy just one 
thing that cost seven-and-six all at once, or a lot d* 
smaller things that came to seven-and-six alto* 
gethcr ; which is one of the pleasantest problems to 
ponder over tliat this life holds. Well, everything 
was going splendidly, and Clara, after many chang- 
ings of her mind, had just decided on a beautful wax 
doll with cheeks hkc tuhps and real black hair, when 
she chanced to look up and saw a funny little old 
gentleman come in at the door ; and all in a flash 
she forgot her good resolutions and everytlung that 
was depending on them, and seizing her mother’* 
arm, and giving no thought at all to Miss Hobbs'* 
three questions, or to Kate Woodley’s clicking tongue, 
or to counting five, she cried in a loud quick whisper, 
" Oh, mother, do look at that queer little man t 
Isn’t he just like a monkey ? " 

Now tliere were two dreadful things about this 
8i>eech. One was that it was made before Aunt 
Amabel’s present had been bought, and therefore 
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Mrs. Platts became entitled to spending a shilling, and 
the other was that the little old gentleman must 
have heard it, /or his /ace /lushed and he looked 
exceedingly uncomfortable. Indeed, it was an un- 
comfortable time for every one, for Mrs. Piitts was 
very unhappy to think that her little girt not only 
should have lost the nice doll, but also have been so 
rude ; the little , old gentleman was confused and 
nervous ; the girl who was wailing on them was 
distressed when she knew what Clara’s unlucky 
speech had cost her ; and Cl.ara herself was in a 
passion of tears. After some time, in which Mrs. 
Pla.Hs and tlic girl did tkeir best to soothe her, 
Clara consented to receive a shilling' bo.x of chalks 
as her present, and was led back still sobbing. Never 
was thero such a sad ending to an exciting expedition. 

Miss Hobbs luckily had gone home ; but Kate 
Woodley made things worse by being very sorry and 
clicking away like a Bee clock, and Clara hardly 
knew how to get througli the rest of the day. 

Clara’s bedtime came always at a quarter to eight, 
and between her supper, which was at half-past six, 
and that liour she used to conic downstairs and play 
wit'a her father and mother. On liiis evening she 
was very quid and miserable, .although Mrs, Plaits 
aad idr. Platte did ali they could to cheer her ; and 
sh® even committed one of the most extraordinary 
actions of her life, for .she said, when it was still only 
half-past seven, that she should like to go to tied- 

AaJ s»he would h.ave gone Jiad not at that very 
moment a tremrndoos knock rounded at the front 
door — so tremendous thatrin spilcofher unhappin<a», 
Clara had. of course, to w.sit anti sec what it was. 

And what do vou think it was ? It was a box ad- 
dressed to Mrs Hatte, and it came from BSter'a, tb« 
s"ery shop where tlio tragedy bad occurred. 

, '• But I haven’t ordered ac3'thinjr.’^ Mrs. 

Platts. 

*' NVi-er mind,” said Mr. Platts, who had a prao 
ttcaJ mind. ” Open it,*' 
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So the box -was opened, and inside was a note, and' 
this is what it said : 

" Deak >lADAsr. — I am so distressed to thinic 
that I am the canse of vonr little girl losing her 
present, that 1 feel there is nothing I can do but giva-v' 
her one myself. Eor if I bad not been so foohsb— 
at my' age too I — as to go to Biter’s this afternoon, ^ 
withont any real purpose but to look round, stm: 
would ne'ver have got into trouble. B5ter’'s i» for 
children, not for old men with queer faces. And *0 - 
I beg leave to send her this doll, which I iope is tlw , 
right one, and with it a few clothes and necessaries, 
and I am snre that she will not forget how it wa*"' 
that she verj- nearly lost it altogether, ' 

" Believe me, yonrs pemtently, 1 

“'TEELlTXt.E-OI.n-iL^rt-WHO-REAIXY- ^ 
lS-(A5-IiIS-IX)OKI>;G-GXASS-H.\S-TOO- 
OFTEN -T01.T5-H1M>I.IKE-A-MOS-KZY.” '’J 

To Clara this letter, when Mrs. Platts read it to lHaS, 
seemed like something in a dream, bnt when the bo* 
was unpacked it was found to contain, truly enonj^V 
not only the identical doU which she had wantadi^^- 
with cheeks like tulips and real black hair, bnt 
frocks for it, and night-dresses and petticoats, ■ 
card of torioisesbcll toilet requisites, and three 
and a tiny doll’s parasol for Kensington Gardens 
sunny dai-s. 

Poor Clara didn’t know what to do. and so 
simply sat down with the doll in her arms and ’ ^ 
again ; but this was a different - kind of * » 

from that which had gone before. And whOT Kate 
Vi oodley came to take her to bed she cried too. 

And the funny thing is that, though the ’ 
gentleman's present looks much more like a * 
for being naughty than a punishment, Clara 
hardly ever since said a quick unkind thing that 
conld be sorry for, and Miss Hobbs’s three qu 
Me never wanted at all, and Kate WocdJey has 
tirciy given up clicking. 



THE BUSY MAN'S BIBLE 

' . An ImaginarV ^yiKw"' ' 

; ■■ [WRITTEN m 1893] ■ ; 

I T- 13 finished at last, and in, the hands of a pub- 
' lie that' cannot,' be too , grateful for. such' a. 
valuable addition to their store of literature. . JF^or 
centuries have Englishmen straggled with the over-' 
•whelrding' bulk and bald and. archaic' style of the 
Book of •Books_ : it has been reserved for'the Twentieth ' 
Century Publisliing Co. to give it adequate treatoenf- 
and dress out its wisdoin,.homely .but' practical, with' 
attractions that cannot fail to please the man in the 
street. ■; The Busy'Man's Bible is, so small, so cheap, \ 
and so smart in tone that henceforth' there will be no^ 
excuM for ■thow persons who are ignorant of scripture. , 
The editor of the book has done his work ,'with .siich • 
(h'oroughriess, ' packed his information sb' closoly.' and 
tqnched so happily -upon such-.extraneous' matter 
iis a in aiiy.way apposite or interesting (riot much, it is ,■ 
trne),'^ that a reader can be master of Holy \yrit in'a 
muj^ of hours arid a profound biblical sclidlar in a' 
lay. 'More than this.', The book, is so richly gar--. 
lished ■wth' sprigs of erudition, that -before ;,tl»e 
luTchaser has reached the last' page, he .will' li .a - 
risritable encyclb^idia , of curious inforinatiori.' , , ' 

^Tke 'Bvtsy'JhJdn’s Bihte is a inumpb of the •publish- - 
ng ait, 'a book ..'which '^e fastest runher'eari read,' 
)est. ;If-we have., any fault' to. find, ifis 'with tlw ■ 

' ' "v'-' ^ - 



HAKVEST HOME 


*74 

designer of the striking pictorial cover, which i»- 
preSents the death of Jezebel. The artist has shown 
an undue restraint ; to our mind the horror of tli* 
scene is such that no amount of exaggeration would 
have been inappropriate. We also think it would 
have been, more in keeping with the usefulness of th* 
book if the publishers had accepted advertisements for 
the margins of the pages. These blemishes, however, 
may be remedied in subsequent issues. 

The appearance of The Busy Man's Biblt waa 
inevitable. Every year wc as a nation have been 
growing more and more intolerant of the long-wioded 
strictures upon this and that subject which so pleased 
our unhappy and ill-advised ancestors. Onr aim has 
been to take mental nourishment in the smallest pos- 
sible doses with the greatest possible flavour, a sigit^ 
of the times which is now* umversaliy apparent. 

It is now time to give some idea of the scope and. 
method of The Busy Man's Btlle, and there seems no 
better way of doing this than by quoting at randoj^ 
from its informing pages, advising the reader (as w». 
do so) to note how successfully the passages hav»- 
been pruned and modernized : 

Mordecai was Esther’s first cousin. ; 

Elung into a lions’ den, the prophet Daniel waS" 
found next morning unharmed. 

At the time Davud took the census of his people^ 
he found 800,000 fighting men in Israel and 500^000 , 
in Judah. Putting their average height at 5J feet, 
"we arrive at the conclusion rhst if placed lengttwiae 
in a row, head to feet, they would cover a distance </€ 
1,354 miles, or more than half the circumference of ' 
Putting their average thickness at t foot-, 
we find that if placed one upon the other horizontally 
ey would attain an altitude of nearly 250 xnilea,^ 
^ of the distance from tlie earth to 

saw ; ^ o ^ interesting. Further, if standing,- 
they simultaneously shoate^i 

^ "Hustle!" 4 e 
would he heard in Jamaica. 
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'Elijah was fed by. ravens.- - ^ 

Physical defects were not unknown among Hebrew 
celebrities. _ Moses stammered. Lot (on .one occasion, 
at least) drank too much. Job suffered from b6ils,'> 
Saul from neurosis,' Naaman frorh leprosy, Samson 
frona blindness. Pharaoh from . plagues, and Ishmael 
from thirst. - - , ' . . ' ’ ' 

Absolqm, David’s son, had unusually long hair, - 
• Methnsaleh.died at the age of 969 years, or. 876 

• years 'older than Mr. ■ Gladstone at the time he in- 

• tfoducedithe second Home Rule.Bill. ' ' 

:: It is remarkable ■ how. the number ten is rejxjated 
, in the Bible.' . There were ' ten - comruandments, , tea 
tribes, ten plagues ;! the Books of Esther and Ezra 
have' each ten .chapters, and there are ten verses in 
Psalm cxli. ■ . 

In the Philistine army ■«ras,a soldier with six-fingers 
on each hand and six toes oh each foot,. ' ■ 

King. Nebuchadnezzar, ate ^ass. . : ' ' , . 

Noah's Ark was 183 yards , long, 30 yards broad, 
and’ iS. yards high. It w^ large enough to accom- 
modate' representatives of every , variety of animal. 
The Campania." recently built- for .the Cunard 
Line (something like 4.242 years later); Avas 208 yards 
long, .and , 22 yards broad, -.having , an ocean speed of 
aaknots-per hour. - .It is*±6 be regretted - that the' 
sailing powers of the ark are mot mentioned.. 

' ' Some Biblical teetotaUers : Samson, -David, Hana- 
niah, 'Mishael, Azariah..--,', ■ ' . ' . ' 

■ There have been few more exciting careers than' 
that of Joseph, the .Eg3fptian premier. The son of a 
rich Israelite sheep-farmer; . he was early made the 
recipient of cruelty at the liands of his brothers, 
.whose barbarous treatmehtu'ulminated in selling him' 
as a slave to. foreign traders. ■ Subsequently he was 
imprisoned, on a false charge, hberated by Phar^h, 
King of Egypt, in recognition of his extraordinary 
powers of translating dreams, and constituted Prime 
Minister of the 'State. This post he. held for- some' 
years, fulfilling ailnurably- all -his duties,- and, before 
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for its periodical , i»rred sonfS. 

Th-' Book of Psalms coas-sts of 150 ^crea 

of KirffHavid, udio oombired 

g'o''pSSce of poetn- vritH f 

David v-as a red haired man vrho m youtb^ 

tacccsrinl encounters vnth a lion, a bc^, and 

•ITie Psalms have small persOTal are 

perused solely for their mtosic mente wlu^ch a» 

more adanted to persons -wnth huerarj ,^s^es th ^ ^ 

those timing lor useful informapom , . ^ 

Accused by the other passengers 

upon the vessel. Jonah mas thrown o^x-rooard Md »« 

a considerable time remamed in 2 

in the stomach of a huge fish, wrong£ull3 thouel^t 

^"ThatU a melancholy story of Jephthah^c Gile^ite 
Returning from a successful campaign he vowed « 
o2cr as a sacrifice the first person who me t luni at 
door. His daughter, a beautiful young damsel, 
the lariortunate individual. 



JACK* 


E very village; has its' jack, but nO; village ever 
-. 'had quite' so fine a -Jack as ours : — 

■ 'So. picturesque,-' ■'» . . 

Versatile,- ';'-.- ' ' 

Irrespbhsible, ‘ ^ ' 

Powerful, - ' . . . 

Hedohistid,' ' ■ ' ' , ' - 

And lovable a J ack as' ours. ... 

How Jack lived hone .Itaew, for he rarely did any 
; .^worlt. ... ' 

, True, he set night-lines for eels, and invariably caught 
one, . ‘ ^ 

Often twp, ' ' • 

Sometimes three . ! ' ' - ' ■ 

'.While very occasionally he had a day's harvesting or . 

hay-makiiig.' ' . . ■_ ■ , ' 

Arid yet he always found enough money for tobacco, ■ 
.With a little over for beer, though he w^ no soaker. 

^ 3 ' -■ ■ ■■ 

Jack bad a wife, . 

A soulless, savage woman she was, who disapproved ■ 

- volubly of his idle ways. ' . , 

- ; . ' , , • From TMi Open Jtoad, 
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But Ihe only result was to make him stay out lonfor, 
(Like Hip Van Vinkle). 


4 

J ack had a big black beard, and a red shirt, vrhich war , 
made for another. 

And no araistcoat. ’ > 

His boots vrerc somebody else's ; 

He -wore the doctor’s coat, 

And the ^^car's trousers. ’ 

Personally, I gave him a hat, but it was too small. 

5 

Everybody liked Jack. 

The Vicarlikcd him, although he never wenttochnrjA.- 
Indced, he \vas a cheerful Pagan, with no temptatK^ 
to break more than the Eighth Commandmeoti, 
and no ambition as a sinner. 

The Curate liked him, although he had no 
daughters. 

The Doctor liked him, although he was never ilL 
I liked him too — cliicfly because of bis perpetual 

temper, and lus intimacy noth ^nature, and’Bj!l“ 
cap.acily tor colouring cutties, ’ I 

The girls liked him, because he brought them the 
V. dci rosc-s and the swccte‘>t honeysuckle ; 

Also, because he could flatter so outrageously. ' j 

6 

But the boys loved him. 

They folio's^ ed him m little bands ; 

Jack ’.’.r.s tli'-ir hero. 

And no uondcr, for he could hit a running rabbit 
a sUnc, 

And ert them long, straight fishing-poica 
einilAtcm.! catty forks ; 

And be rlva^r- knew rf a ircih nest. 

Bc'-df 5. he could make a Uioujand things witt 
ol i pc>c’fc.tt-knifc. 
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7 

How good he was at cricket too 1 

On tlie long evenings he would saunter to the green 
and watch the lads at play. 

And by and by some one would offer him a iew 
knocks. 

Then the Doctor's coat would be carefully detached, 
and Jack would spit on his hands, and brandish 
the b.it. 

And away the ball would go, north and south and 
east and west. 

And sometimes bang into the renith. 

For Jack has little science ; 

Ujx)n each ball he made the same terrific and magnifi- 
cent onslaught, 

Whether half volle)^ or full pilch, or long hop, or leg 
break, or ofl break, or shooter, or yorkcr. 

And when the slumps fell he would cheerfully set 
them up again, while his white teeth flashed in 
the recesses of his beard. 

8 

The only persons who were not conspicuously fond of 
Jack wcrelus wife, and the schoolmaster, and tlie 
head-keeper. 

The schoolmaster had an idea that if Jack were 
hanged there would be no more truants ; 

His wife would attend the funeral without an extra- 
ordinary show of grief ; 

And the head-keeper would mutter, " There's one 
poacher less." 

I 

. 9 

Jack was quite as much a part of the village as the 
church spire ; 

And if any of us lazied along by the river in the dusk 
of the evening — _ 

Waving aside nebulae of gnats. 

Turning bead quickly at the splash of a jumping fish^ 
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Peering where the water chncMed over a vanishif^ 
water-rat — 

And saw not Jack’s familiar form bending over liil 
■ lines. ^ 

And smelt not his vile shag, 

We should feel a loneliness, a vague ina.pre6«(»i tibaif 
something was wrong. * 


For ten years Jack was always the same, 

Ke-ver growing older, 

Or richer. 

Ox tidier, 

Hev’er knowing that we had a certain pride in poBsese* 
ing him. ^ ..-T 

Then there came a tempter with tales of easily 
acquired wealth, and Jack went away in Mi 
company. 


11 

He has never come hack. 

And now the rdllage is like a man who has lost an 
In the gloaming, no slouching figure, with 
idleness in every line, leans against my 
wall, with prophecies of to-morrow’s wea 
And those who reviled Jack most wonder now 
was they found fait with. 

"We feel our bereavement deeply. , , ' 

The Vicar, I believe, would like to ofier public 
for the return of the wanderer. , 

And the Doctor, I know, is a little unhinged, 
curing people out of pure absence of mind. * 
For my part, 1 have hope ; and the trousers I 
carded week will not bo given away jnSt 


fiinlUif Balia k Tuaxr, Fnmmitmtm, 
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MtEHonx OowD tvo, 7a. td. net. 
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Lewli (Edward). EDWARD CARPENTER : Ax ExPC*r- 

■nosf ANrn ax Aff-fcciatioh- Stc^nd Ktutuyn^ Cro«m fi\n, 6 «- oet. 

Lod^e (Sir OHrcr). MAN AND THE UNIVERSE, 

A’litk Editt^n. Crown 8 ^ 0 . 7<t. id. n't. Alro lop 8 vo, t«, oJ. ii«t. 

THE SURVIVAL OF M.AN-. A Stcdy jN U.xrecocmisws 
HLMAjf Facot-tt. StrtnSh JEdtlion. Crown 8»o, ti. id. net. AJj» 
Tcrp Svo, as. net 

REASON AND BELIEF. Fctd. Svo, 2s. net. 

THE SUBSTANCE OF FAITil. Fcap. Svo, 2 s. net. 
MODERN PROBLEMS. Ciown 8t-o, 6<3 net. 

RAYMOND; Or Lifb and Death. lUuEtraied. BigUi 

De'-tr 3rc, rgK n^fc. ^ 

THE WAR AND AFTER. BigA/A BdHicn. Fcap, Stov 
as. act. 


tnca* (E. Y.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES LAMB. 

lllcstr&ted. Surik Sdittfin. Demy’ 8 vo» 50s. 6 d. 

A \VANDERER IN FLORENCE, lllnslrated. SUtk 

JEddien, Cro^Ti 8r«, Ss. 6rf. C€t. ' ^ 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND, Illustialed. Sixt€*»tk 

Etuhfn, Crowa Sro, 8s. 6d. neU 

A WAKDERKR IN LONDON. IlJmErated. Sigkiuntk ^ 

Edtiton, Fev'Sfd. Ctom n tro, Ss. 6dL net. ■* f 

LONDON REMSITED. Ihuslrated. Stewd Edition. Crown t 
8ro, fa, 6 d net. 

A WANDERER IN PARIS. Ulustraled. Tmo^tk Bdriwm. ■ 

Crop's Svo. 8s. 6d. fiet. Also Fc&p. Svo. 6ft. &eL 

. A WANDERER IN VENICE. lUastratcd. S^rond j 

Crovn 8^ o, 8s- 6d. twt. ® 

THE OPEN RO.AD : A Littl* Book fok WAVFAKKafc 

T-wnf^nxik Edxitfin, Fca^Svo, 65. 6d.»et. ladlU p*per| 7s. 6d. ^ 
Also lilastntcd in Colour Crown 410, iss. n«t. ^ 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN: A Lrrrui Book fok rm'^ 

VKBAxn, Et^kik EditioK, Fcap Bvo, 6$. ntu - ' 

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. MditUn. ? 

tvn, 6s. net. i < 

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. EigKii. BdHicm. 

Svo, 6s. net. 

i THE GENTLEST ART ; A Choick of Lstteks Mf 

JtAKOs. jrSmlhXdm.n. Fcp. Iro, ifc Mt. 

THE SECOND POST. Fattrih Mditien. Fcap. Stro. fis. 

HER INFINITE V.ARIETY: A FawixinB POK«4»^’ 

.Sro;./* Editiam, Fcap. *ro it net ; 

. GOOD COMPANY; A Ra^ or Mkn. 

„„Fcap. Bro. fit wa. U 

ONE DAY AND ANOTHER. Sixti jEditim. Tetp. «♦% J 

6ft. net- 

Sixth Kdrnm. Fcap.S»o,fifcW!l«,1 
Edititm. Fcap, Svo, 6s. net. 11 

Scc,ndSdui<m. Fcap. 8wo, •Wb^ 

LOITERER'S HARVEST, Suand SdHum, Fop. SWI? 

6 e. net. 

LtJRE: Ax Obuqu* KakbatioHw 

T Fcap. Sva, 65 . net. 

LONDON LAVENDER. ^EUventk Edtiian. Fcap,' 

X r< 

R, INGLESIDE Tvftlfta Eduiam, Fcap. 6*. •at j 
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OVER BEMERTON’S ; An EASY-GCUNa Chkonicu. 

Sdtttoit. Fcap. 8Vo, 6s. oet. 

A BOSWELL OF BAGHDAD. Third Edition. Fcap. 

$VO, 65. D«t. i 

'TWIXT EAGLE AND DOVE. Seiond RditUm. Fcap. 

Bvo, 6$. net. 

THE VERMILION BOX. Fifth EMimt. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 
THE BRITISH SCHOOL: AN ANECDOTAL GUIDE 
TO THE BRITISH PICTURES IN THE NATIONAL 
GALTaERY Illustrated Fcap five, 6s. net. 

■acdonald (J. B. M.). A HISTORY OF FRANCE. 

Three Volumes. Crown 8vo, each los. 6d net. 

McDontfall (William). AN INTRODUCTION TO 

SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY. Ttnik £thtton Crown 7S 6d net. 
BODY AND MIND : A History and A Dekencb or 
Akimism With Diagrams ''Demy Bvo, las. 6d net. 

MaeterUncR (Maurice). THE BLUE BIRD; A Fairy 

PlaV ]h Six Acts. Fcap. 8vo, de^cie edges ^ ocL An Edition 
‘ F. CAVUtv Robinsom is also published. 


Illustrated in Colour by 


Crown ^to, gilt top. ars. net. Also Fcap Bvo, as. net. 

^ or the above boolc Xhirty^nloe £dtiM>ns sa all have been issued. 

MARY MAGDALENE. Tktrd Edttum. Fcap, Syo, 

51. net AUo Fcap. Bvo, as net. 

DEATH, Fohtrih Edtlton, Fcap. 8 to, 3s. 6d. net. 

OUR ETERNITY. Second Edition, Fcap. 8vo, 6a. net. 
THE UNKNOWN GUEST. Third Edition, Crown 8 to, 

6a. net.-. 

THE WRACK OF THE STORM. Third Edition. Crown 

Bvo, 6s. net. 

THE MIRACLE OF SAINT ANTHONY: A Play Id 

One Act. Fcap. Bvo, 31. 6d, net. 

THE BURGOMASTER OF BTILEMONDE: A Play in 

Three Acta. Fcap. Bvq, sb. hbU 
The above books are Translated by A. Taixaaaa PS Mattqs. 

POEMS. Crown Sto, 51. net. Pone into Englub by 

B.km.kd Miau- 

Hftade (Aylmer). LEO TOLSTOY. With 7 lUnstrationr 

Oxrvn Bvo, 8 ^ 6d. n.t. 

VoyM (AMrcd). A SALUTE FROM THE FLEET, AN0 
OTHER POEMS. rhJn/ BduiMt Crown »vo, t». lid. »*». 

(aohn). BEES IN AMBER t A Litixk Book 

’ mr THOnoWTlrvi. Vmsil Foriyzfivot SJtHom, Sm.ll Pott iTO, 
pwpv. n. ,d. MU Also llltt.UaC«L Fcap. tro, 64 . act. 

ALL% WELL; A Collection of War Poems. Small 

Pott Sro, paper, zs. td. net; AUo lllastrotwl Fcap. Sro. 3.. 6 d, Bat. 
THK KING«HIGHWAY: Small Pott 8vo, pap«, ra. yd. 

THE VISION SPLENDID. Small pott S.o, it. 3d.^iMt. 
THE FIERY CROSS. Small jpottSvo. il 3d. net. 

HIUH ALTAR^ Small pott 8vo, it. 3d. net. 

eutfard (K. N.). A HANDBOOK OF NURSING. AmmS 

_ JUihett Cro^ Ivo, 5» net, 

(W. M. Flindara). A HISTORY OF EGYPT. 

IHnatmted, Six Volamca. Crown Bvo, each 9aa net. 

t, Fwmt Tva Isr to XVInt Dvmastt. Kiokth 
Ha Tus XVllTH AKn XVlllTM Dtmastiss. Fifih Mdt H rm. 
f n XIXts to XXXth DvMASTtaia it. Ecvrr gi iaas m 
FTtMUBMAiu DvMaana J. P. MaRAPinr. S^cud EdtHm , T.Etnrrf 
otnmm Roman Rtrut. J. O. Miuna vi. SoerpT 
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The Ardea Bhaketpeeu^e 

Demy 8vo, 6s. net 

An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays. Edited with a 
foil Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Commentary al the foot 
of the page. Tiirijr-tix VeJunut art nm rtady, 

Clautoa of Art 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. Laino 
lUostrated. ^Vide Royal 8to, Aom 153. net to 30s. net 
Tm Asr or tkb GiutRies ; Ths Ant or thb Romans; CHAJtoiN; 
Donatello; Florxntikb Scolttors or ths Rxkaissancb: 
Gkorcb JRowhkv; Ghiklakdaio'; Lawnencb; Mich&lamcblo; 
Ratmaju.; Kbm Brandt's £tcnincs; Rvbbhs; Tintoilbtto • 
Titian; Xdrnnr's Skntchbs and Drawings; Vblaaqobx. 

Tho ** CoiDplei« * Series 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo, Irom los. 6d. met to ids. net 
Tkb CoMruTTR Amatsur Boxrr; Tnr CoMrutTs AssoaxTioN Foot* 
bauukr; Thb Cohplstk Atmlstic Trainbx; Thx Complktb 
Btlliard Px^tbr; Tmk CoMrucTB Coon; Thb CoMrucrv 
Cricnbtbr; Thb CoMrcsTK Foxmuntbk; Thb CoMrurrK Goltbr ; 
Thb CoMruTTB Kockr>>Plavxb ; Thb Couplbtb Horseman; 
Tkb Comtlbtb Jiuitsoan ; Thb doMPLKTB Lawn Txnnis Plavbr ; 
Thb Complbtb Motorist; Thb Conplbtb Mountainbbr; Thb 
C oMrLBTS Oar^an; Thb Compzhtx PHOTocKArHBR ; Xmb Com* 
puctb Eocbv Footbaluul on thx Nkw Zealand System; Thb 
O oMYLETB Shot : Thb Complbtb Swimmbb ; Thb Complbtb 
Yachtseuuc. 

Tha CoBBftlatenr’a Llbraiy 

' Illustrated. V/ide Royal 8vo, 3t& net 
Engusm Fobnitqeb; Unglish Coloured Books ; Etchings ;Sc»>PBAii 
Enabtels ; Fins Books ; Glass ; Goldsmiths’ and Silvbrsmitms* 
Work; Illumikatbo Manuscbipts; Ivokixs; Jbwbllbxt ; Mbs* 
BonKTBS MtNiATUBBs; PoRCBLAiN ; Sbals; Wood Sculptveb. 

HeelUi Series 

Fc^. Svo, zs, 6d. net 

Tnb Cabs or the Body ; xmb Cake or thb Tbbtm S Tsb Etbs or oos 
Children ; Hbalth roR thb Middle-Aged ; Tks Health or a 
Woman; Mow to Livx Long; Tmb Health or tub 5kin; Thb 
Prbv&ntiom or tkb Common ^ld; Throatand EabTboublxs; 
Staying tvb Placub; Tuberculosis; Tub Baby. 

Xhe lilbrary of PevoUoB 
With Intr^ucUons and (where necessary) Kotes 
Small Pott Svo, doth, 3& net 

TstB CoNrassioNE or' St. Augustxnb; The rurTATioN or Cmbist; 
Turn Christian Year; Lyra Innocbntium; Thb Tbmplb; A 
Boon: or Devotions ; A Serious Call to a Dsrour and Holt 
Eipb; a Guide to Etbknitt; Thx Inkbb Wat; On thb Lots 
or <^D; Thb Psalms or David; Lyra Apostolsca; Tub Somo 
or Bongs; Thx Thoughts or Pascal; A Manual €»r Coksola* 

tVMt FROM TBB SaiMTS AND FATMBRS ; DBYOTTONS FBOU THB 

ArocNvrwA; Thb SriamjAL Comsat; The Dsyotioms or Sr. 
.Amsblm; Bishot Wilson's Sacra Pbivata : Gxacb Aboundum 
TO THB CHiaar or Sinners ; Lvba Sacra : A Book Sacred Vena ; 
f >1>AT BooK-rROMtTBB Saints AMD Fatmbbs; A Xattlx'Boov 
or Hbaybnly Wisdom; Xockt, Lirs, and I4OTX; An Intro- 
BmenOM TO THE DeYOUT XAW»t I/2TTLB Fx4>wmBS or TMB 

Globxoos Messer St. Francis and or mis Friars ; ZMiatk and 
' iMMOBTALirr; The SriEtruAL Guide; Deyotions tob Stbbt 
OF THB Wsnt AMD TXB GXXAT FESTIVALS; PRHCBS PxiTATAS 1 
SOBAX liVRTSCAX. 



